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P K E F A C E. 



Perhaps there was never an age in which the 
literary world were more devoted to studies which 
involve metaphysical disquisition or analytical rea- 
soning, than the present The character of public 
men is the object of the most constant and the 
most curious investigation : it is not simply ex' 
amined, but fairly dissected. Whether this pre- 
dilection for analysis may not be carried too far, 
is certainly problematical; but that it has been 
attended with results both directly and remotely 
beneficial, admits of no doubt. 

To gratify that class of readers vho recognize 
in the study of man the proper and most ennobling 



iz=rtNGoogle 



studf of their race, and who find a delight id 
examining into the darkest mysteries of the human 
heart, and exploring the most bidden springs of the 
human will, the present edition of Chattertoo baa 
been issued from the press. His fiery passions ; 
his premature yet manly intellect; his plastic ima- 
gination ; his affectionate nature ; his darlt destiny ; 
his perpetual struggles ; his brief but glorious ca- 
reer, and the solemn agony and terrific grandeur 
of his death, render him at once a sublime study 
for the poet, and a character of the most absorbing 
interest to the psychologist. 

But besides the reasons for the republication of 
the Poems of Cbatterton, which result from their 
intrinsic merit, and the wonderful genius and wild 
career of their author, we have another motive. 
The only edition which has any pretensions to 
completeness, is that which bears the names of Dr. 
Southey and Mr. Cottle. This edition is now ex- 
tremely rare, and consequently of difficult attain- 
ment. 
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A new Life of Cliatterton, of a. more compre- 
hensive nature tban any that has hitherto been 
published, has been prefixed to these volumes. 
We have endeavoured to supply the defects of 
preceding memoirs ; and both public investigation 
and private correspondence have been rendered 
available in compiling the notices of his life. We 
are therefore moderately certain that, however 
future biographers may surpass us in a philo- 
sophical estimate of the creator of the Rowley 
Poems, or excel us in beauty and correctness 
of style, they will find it nearly impossible to 
adduce a new fact, or throw a clearer light on the 
external life of Thomas Chattertou. 

In order to furnish the general reader with some 
account of the reception which these poems met 
on their first publication, a history of the Rowley 
Controversy has been drawn up, which it is be- 
lieved will be found sufficiently explicit and sa^s- 
factory. 

The remarks of Sir Walter Scott, Southey, 



MaloDP, and the greater part of the controver- 
aialiste, have been incorporated in the work ; and 
to those who come to the study of " Rowley" for 
the first time, will offer a eritical desideratum of 
so trifling value. 

A selection has been made from the prose 
works of such pieces as are of peculiar interest, or, 
from their connexion with the career of Chatterton, 
appeared to require insertion. 

Id coDclusioQ, we offer our sincerest thanks to 
the friends who have so kindly reodered their as- 
sistance. The readiness and ability with which 
our questions have been answered, are gratefully 
acknowledged ; and the valuable information which 
has been communicated, has, it is with pleasure 
admitted, rendered our notices of the Life of Chat- 
terton more complete and satisfactory than they 
would otherwise have been. 
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THOMAS CHATTERTON. 



mtoJW.Cf* 



I. 

Hit Birth — Parentage — Education, 
Thomas Ch*tt»bton,* whose life we are about ti 
recoTd, was born at Bristol on the 20th of November, 
17&2. He was of bumble origin. His bther in the 
early part of his life is said to have filled the office of 
writing-usher to a classical school. He was aft 
wards appointed one of the choir in the Cathedral of 
Bristol, and subsequently hecams the master of the 
Free-school, situated in Pyle-aUeet, in the same c 
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nhich latter situations be continued to hold conjointly 
till the time of hia death, which took place in August, 
1752, three months hefore the birth of his son, who 
was thus ushered, a posthumous child, into the world. 
This parent, if we may credit the statements and au- 
thorities of the poet's last biographer, was scarcely 
competent to have supplied the careful attention and 
control for which Dr. Gregory — on the boy's pari — 
deplores his premature loss.* That he was clever 
and fond of study, there is evidence to prove. He 
believed, moreover, in magic, and was deeply read in 
Cornelius Agrippa. 

Of the mother of Chatterton little is known pre- 
vious to hei husband's death. She appears to have 
been a plain, worthy woman ; of gentle, though some- 
what melancholy disposition, — of mild and amiable 
qualities, and possessing withal a most devoted at- 
tachment to her children, of which Thomas, the 
subject of this memoir, was the second, — the eldest, 
a girl, being at the time of his birth, apparently some 
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LIFB 07 CHATTERTON. XIZ 

years old. In order to support her family, now rely- 
ing entirely on her own exertions, she opened a 
day-school, and advectieed herself as a milliner ot 
sempstress — ■ resource which the attentioo of her 
neighbours, who very greatly esteemed her, appears 
to have rendered valuable, both by their patronage 

The infancy of Chatterton is distinguished by 
little that is worthy of record. At the age of five 
years, he was sent to the school in Pyle-streel, for- 
merly under the superintendence of hia father, and 
then kept by a. Mr, Love. Here, however, he exhi- 
bited no symptoms of that precocious genius which, 
erelong, was to " make giey-headed erudition bend 
before it." On the contrary, he was remarkably dull 
and stupid, receiving into his apparently obtuse skull 
no portion of the luminous instruction which the 
pedagogue of a fiee-school could be supposed to 
impart.' 

Indeed, it seemed pretty plain that the young 
Chatterton was about to turn out an incorrigible 
dunce. The most ordinary attainments acquired by 
the generality of children while yet in the nurse's 

IS, — the commonest rudiments of knowledge, — the 
very letters of the alphabet, though insinuated by no 
harsh master, but by the care of a fond and anxious 
mother, seemed to bafSe every attempt made to pene- 

te the hopeless stupidity, which there was reason 
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IX LUB OP CHATTERTOM. 

o appfchend he would always exhibit. This circum- 
stance appears to have caused bis poor patent, to 
whom he was sent back on the score of incapacity, a 
great deal of uneasioess ; and we are told by a neigh- 
bout, that " until he was ax years and a half old, she 
thought him to be an absolute fool, and often when 
correcting bim, told him so." 

But a change was soon to be displayed. Tbete 
chanced tO' be in het possession an old musical 
manusciipt, in Ftench, and adorned with illuminated 
capitals. It arrested the child's attention -. to use 
mother's words, he "fell in lorn" with it.* He Ijegan 
to read. An ancient black-tetter Bible, which she 
brought to her assistance, completed the attraction. 
Thomas Chattetton was no mote a dunce. 



Ou dlglitat kind, that modl^ the geunl twideDiilei or guggci Eton, br 
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Oiam^lB uoiMng lo Ihe ucident. thoK mcDU] pet^iu-itiM wb 
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Ihe IndlTldlul might hire been pltced; but Ihe influence of circi 
■tAnc«L though apt to be inagbiS«d» la not on that Account the leitri 
Hod tbeugb we niwy lomecimeB err, therefbre, u to the particillu 
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LIFE OF CHATTERTON. 



Hia mental cultiTntion now commenced in earnmt. 
He read nith tbe utmost atidity. He stormed the 
bookshelves of all his acquaintance. He dvvaured, 
not volumes, hut libraries. *'At seven," says the 
same neighbour, who was much in the house, " 
visibly improved : at eight years of age he was 
eager for books, that he lead from the moment he 
waked, which was early, until be went to bed, if they 
would let bira." And tbe dreams of ambition wer 
already commenced. A manufacturer promised t 
make the children a present of some earthenware — 
a cup or plaything that might gratify a child : 
asked the boy what device should be inscribed on his. 
" Punt me," replied the future creator of Rowley — 
" Paint me an angel, with wings and a trumpet, to 
trwapet my name over the world." This anecdote 
rests upon credible authority — ttiat of his sister. 

" My brother," writes the same relation, in \ 
expressive letter to Sir Herbert Crofl, " very early 
discovered a thirst for pre-eminence. I remember, 
before he was five years old he would always preside 
over his playmates as their master, and they his hired 
servants. He was dull in learning, not knowing 
many letters at four years old, and always objected t< 
read in a small book. He learnt the alphabet from 
an old folio music-book of my father's, my mothi 
was then tearing up for waste paper : the capitals : 
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Ihe beginning of the versea I assisted id teaching him. 
I recollect nothing remarkable till be went into the 
school, which was in his eighth year, excepting his 
promising my mother aiid me a deal of finery, when 
he grew up, as a reward of her care." 

The affection with which he regarded his relatives, 
whom throughout hb life he distinguished by every 
token of r^;ard, forms indeed one of the most in- 
teresting traits of his character. Here it began to 
manifest itself in the promise of fine clothes — of 
gauds and frippery — which no doubt his pen was to 
procure ; and the child's dream of greatness derived 
additional splendour from the imagined glories of his 
bedizened friends. 

Another change became apparent in him.* He 
grew reserved and thoughtful. He was silent and 
gloomy for long intervals together, speaking to no 
one, and appearing angry when noticed or disturbed. 
He would break out into sudden fits of weeping, for 
which no reason couid be assigned ; would shut him- 
self up in some chamber, and suffer no one to ap- 



Ths wrltn nlcht hm known ihu booki of lbs inctent typg cDndnned 
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LIFE OF CHATTERTOH. XXIU 

proacb him, nor allov himself to be enticed from hia 
seclusion. Often be would go the lengtb of absent- 
ing himself from home altogether, for the space, 
sometimes, of many hours i and his sister remem- 
bered bis being most severely chastised for a long 
absence ; at which be did not however sbed ooe 
tear, but merely said, " It was bard indeed to be 
whipped for reading." 

Not unfrequently a search was instituted. His 
mother's house was close to the flue structure of St. 
Mary Redcliffie, and they well Itnew that the boy's fa- 
vourite haunts were the aisles and towers of that noble 
pile. And there they would Bnd the truant, seated 
generally by the tomb of Canynge, or lotted in one 
of the towers, reading sometimes, or — what if thus 
early imagining Rowley? Stealing away in this man- 
ner, he would constantly awaken the solicitude of his 
friends, to whom his little eccentricities were already 
the source of much uneasiness. 

In August, 1760, nhen he had not quite attained 
bis eighth year, he was admitted into the school 
established at Bristol for. charitable purposes, by One 
Edward Colston in 1708. This person, who was a 
merchant, and who by excess of industry possessed 
himself of almost unlimited wealth, has recorded bis 
tjenevoletit disposition in the numerous benefactions 
which be has bestowed on his native city. In this 
institution, which is situated in a part of that city 
called St. Augustine's Back, one hundred boys are 
clothed, boarded, and educated, and in many in- 
stances apprenticed at a suitable age to some credit- 
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able trade or profession. The rules are very strict: 
the hours in summer are, from seven o'clocic till 
twelve in the morning, and from one to five in \ 
aiternoon ; in winter tfaey aaaemble from eight till 
twelve, and from one to four. Throughout the year 
tbey are obliged to be in bed by eight o'clock, and are 
never permitted to be absent from school, except oi 
Saturdays and Sunts'-days, and then only from 
between one and two in the afternoon, and seven e 
eight in the evening. Into this school, and subject 
to these r^ulations, was Chatterton admitted, at a 
time when his faculties were ripe for cultivation, his 
ambition ec^er for enterprise, his soul expanding with 
desire for renown. 

After all, however, it was only a charity-school; 
and elated as he was with the prospect of acquiring 
knowledge, he soon manifested his disgust. He b said 
to have asserted " that he could not learn so much ai 
school as he could at home, for they had not books 
enough there." It was but a kind of mercantile, 
ledger and day-book education the young poet n 
receiving i the; taught him nothing but reading, 
writing, and arithmetic, — made him each day pursue 
the round of a gin-horse, while his brain was labour- 
ing with the conception of Rowley, soon to issue 
from that teeming womb. Who can wonder that 
Chatterton was disgusted ? 

But he was not so backward, even here: he kept 
stirring, and made some progress, especially in the 
arithmetic classes, in which the usher allowed him to 
be amongst the foremost. This usher will be reme 
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bered nith tbe fame of Cfaatterton, for he too — in his 
way — was a poet : and the reader of Chattertoa's works 
will recollect the Elegy on hia death, composed in 
later years, but bearing adequate testimony to the 
warmth of their mutual attachment. He appears to 
have been an amiable and estimable man, and is bdeed 
so connected with the early life of Chatlerton, and the 
first pTodoction of Rowley, that Dr. Gregory is justi- 
fied in lamenting the want of a more perfect memoir 
of him. One of his intimate acquaintances ahaJl tell 
us all that is known respecting him : — 

"la the aamoier of 17G3, being tlien in the lath jeu of 
m; age, I couttscted an intimacy vith one Thomna Pbitlips, 
who waa aome time oahei or nssistiut master of a hospital or 
cbuitT- school, fonnded for the edacatioii and malntcaaace of 
fonth at Bristol, by Edward Colstoo, Esquire. Fhitlips, 
notwithitandiog the dissdiantage of a Tery eoafiaed educa- 
tion, poaieaaed a taste far history aad poetry ; of the latter, 
the magBzinea and other periodicala of that Uiae fnroish do 
■ery conteraptihie apecimen. 

" Towards the latter end of that year, by means of my in- 
timacy with Phillips, I formed a conneiion with Chatterton, 
who was on the foandatioa of that school, and ahoat fonr- 
teen months younger than myself. The poetical attempts of 
Phillips bad eicited a kind of literary emnlation amougBt the 
elder classes of the scholars ; the love of fame animated their 
bosoms, and a variety of competitors appeared to dispute the 
laurel with him: their endeavonrs however, in general, did 
not meet with the success which their zeal and assiduity 
deserved ; and PhillipB still, to the mortification of his oppo- 
nents, came olT victorioua aud uaburt. 

" In all these trifling contentions, the fruits of which are 
now, and have heeo long since, deservedly and entirely forgot- 
ten, Chatterton appeared merely as an idle spectator, no ways 
intereated In the business of the drama: simply contenting 
himself with the sports and pastimes more immediately 
adapted to bis Kge, he apparently posaessed neither inclina- 
tion, nor indeed ability, for literary pursuits ; nor do I believe 
(notwithstanding the evidence adduced to the contrary by the 
author of Love and Madneas) that he attempted the eompoai- 
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We shall presently find this opinion to be incor- 
rect ; in the meantime, as, in the writer's company, 
we have stepped over to the summer of I7G3, we must 
look back and see how Chatterton has been employed. 
He is reported to have stood aloof from the society of 
his schoolmates — to have made few acquaintances, 
and only amongst those whose dispositions inclined 
them to reflection. 

After his admission into the school — two years after 
ay some authorities, but hardly so iong — his mother 
allowed him a trifle for pocket-money, which found 

way to the treasury of a bookseller, who supplied 

I, in return, with all the literature his circulating- 
shelves could afford. The bibliopole was liberal, too, 
for when the pence were not forthcoming, knowing 
the boy's family, he allowed him to select bis volume, 
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1 even to nuke transcripts from new books * 1 

ne deserves to be recorded ; he was a Mr. Goodai, 
and he kept his shop nearly opposite the Cidei 
House Passage, in Broad Street. 

The works thus procured were of a very miscelto- 
neons character. Chatterton confined his studies to 
no particular head. In later life he pursued the same 
course, and amassed a confused heap of heteroge- 
neous knowledge, which included subjects the most 
abstruse. Even at this early period he perused pro- 
miscuously, works on religion, history, bii^raphy, 
poetry, heraldry, — and betrayed a passionate attach- 
ment for antiquities. To be sure, the Bui^m pedi- 
gree was engendering in his brun — a mere ftitus, to 
be delivered in due lime. He was not very commu- 
nicative, lliis poet in embryo ; neither too obsequious, 
though incurring a favour; he merely bowed bia 
head, as he entered the shop, and made a similar 
obeisance on taking leave. 

In fact, the pride, the reserve, the native and un- 
conquerable haughtiness had already betrayed itself 
n his young character. One expression — that " God 
lad sent his creatures into the world vrith arms long 
enough to reach anything! if they chose to be at the 
trouble," was frequently in his mouth. He was in 
arms for the omnipotence of the human intellect. 
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Slight mistake, that; though he did his share, and 
something more : hon man; have performed one 
thousandth such a part? 

Soon after this time he wrote a catalogue of all 
the books he had read ; the number amouuted lo 
seventy, — not despicable for his contracted means. 
The subjects they embraced were chiefly history and 
diiinity, ell devoured, and digested perhaps — in a 
manner, after school-hours, and during the seasons 
allotted for recreation. Bingham, Young, and Stil- 
lingfleet were among them. No slender stock of 
theology he was accumulating : but then — Rowley's 
sermon was to follow. 

It cannot be doubted that all this time the elements 
of hie great work were arranging themselves in order, 
and silently shaping into Ella tragedies and Bawdin 
histories. During holidays and half-holidays, and 
leisure moments — whenever he oould procure tbem — 
he would retire to a little room which he called his 
own, shutting himself in, and allowing no one to bear 
him company. Here he would remain for hours, 
in no way solicitous about external things. Of his 
meals he was even oblivious, letting the hour slip by, 
or disregarding the often repeated summons; and 
making his appearance at last berimed with ochre, 
charcoal, and black-lead. 

Now, that in this small head of a tonsure-becapped 
charity-boy — barely in his tenth year — there should 
be already fermenting Rowley poems, is a circum- 
stance which our philosophers will And it hard to 
deal with ; sufficiently probable, however, and a kind 
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of "psychological romance" id its way. It is pretty 
well established, bj the testiaioiiy of those nho were 
likely to know something of the matter, that he had 
Eilready commenced his preparations. 

To many readers, there may savour something 
of offence in dwelling thus minutely upon every 
circumstance of his early life. Let Buch persODs re- 
member that the biography of Chatterton is that of 
a boy, — that he died before most boys have acquired 
the knowledge of walking across a room with pro- 
priety, — and further, that this is no Walter Scott-Ufe, 
or Burns-life, or even Byron-life — but a Cbatterton- 
life. And agun, that Chatterton was a boy — and a 
charity-boy. 

U. 

Confirmed at ten years old by the Bishop — la arlided 

to an Attorney — Commences the Rowley fabrica- 

At ten years old, Chatterton was confirmed ; an 
age, apparently, when the meaning of the rite, the 
importance ascribed to it, or the nature of the re- 
sponsibility, could hardly have been understood by 
him. But Chatterton, we repeat, was no common boy. 
Not only was he prepared for the occasion, but his 
sister adds, that he made very " sensible and serious 
remarks on the awfulness of the ceremony," and his 
own feelings in relation to it. This event is assigned 
by all bis historians, whose authority indeed is the 
evidence of his sister, to a period full two years later. 
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The date commonly ascribed, however — that of hia 
twelfth year — has been sufficiently invalidated by Mr. 
Tyson, to authorise the present biographer in ass^n- 
ing it to the earlier period. His sister, Mrs. Newton, 
made reference to the event many years after it had 
taken place, when her brother had been long dead, 
during an interval of ill-health, too, as she acknow- 
ledges; and no considerable time before her own dis- 
ordered faculties rendered her a subject of painful 
Her account is as follows: — 



" At twelve jeora old, he wsi confirmed by the Bishop : 
ke made vny aeniible, lerionii remuka on the BwfnlneBa ol 
the Beremony, and hit own feelings and conyictioni during it. 
Soon after this, in the week he was door-keeper, he made 
some Teraei on the last day, I think about eighteen lines t 
paraphrased the ninth chapter of Job ; and, not ioDg after, 
some chapter! In Isaiah. He had beea gloomy from the time 
he began to learn, bnt we remarked he was more cheertal after 
he began to write poetry. Some satirical pieces we saw soon 

Upon this Mt. Tyson remarks : — 

"Mrs. Newton's eommnnlcatlons in this lettar are ctI- 
dentty what they profess to be, the result of recolleetioD, and 
OQ a subject, as she acknowledges, painful to the writer, as 
well as undertaken at a period of iU-health. With respec* •- 
dates, therefore, it Is eiceedingly probable that mists 
sluinld occur, and especially where Uiey do not tend to affect 
the eredibillty of the circumstances to which they relate. 

"That Mrs. Newton was incorrect in asserting that it 
was not till after he was twelve years old that Ciiatterion 
prodnced his first poetical attempts, is apparent from the 
statement of Sir Herbert Crcft. that the satirical verses enti- 
tled " Sly Dick," as well as the Hymn for Christmas-Day, 
were written by Chettertoo at about the age of eleven j Infor- 
mation which he must have derived either from Mrs. Newton, 
or from her mother, Mrs. Cbatterton, The laaccoracy of 
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Mt». Newtoo's mcmorr vitb respect to the dste of her 

brother's first poetical efforts, ia further proTed, beyond " 

ITOTerajT by the fact that the veraes entitLed " Apostf 

L" bear the date ia Chatterton's own band-writioB, 

il I*, 176*, when he was not quite eleven years and S 



"This point being 


established, it remuns to determine to 


lat limit Mrs. Newl 




easOD&bly be auppoaec 


to extend. 


" There can be no i 


oubt of the correctness of Mrs. New 




her brother began to write poetry soon 



t' 

after he was confirmed. Her 
produced hia first poetical efforts, arose from the period si 
assigned to his confirmation ; aud the quesUon about to I 
raised ia, whether that event did not take place when he «i 
ten years old, inatead of twelve, as stated by Mra. Newtou. 
if the assntnption of the inaccuracy of hi 
_ ce tothe date of her brother's confirmatio 

It should be recollected that her letter was written on the 22i 
of September, 177B, fourteen years after the period assigned 
by her as that when the event took place ; and when tbe cir- 
cumstances under which she wrote are also considered, it 
appears bat reasonable to conclude that, whether fourteen oi 
sixteen years had elapsed since the period to which she refers, 
was a poiat on whidi her memory was not iinlikely to prove 
fallacioDs. 

< ' Neither Is there any improbabiJlty to contend with, in 
oseigning Chattertan's confirmation to so early a period of bis 
,:r. *'-jc than five years had then elapaed since *' the 
s boy" fell in love, to uae his mother's expreasion. 



with the radimi 



.s of lite 



-ledge, thi 
uuuLciKiru the circumstance 
signed, he was in the habit, 
iding what was given him 
from a circnlatiiig library. 



LSthci 

it the ver 



n that Chatterton was 



suggests 
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mulDcr la which ihs nipreueg henelf ; the; coi 
intCTD^l prttof of the jaTeaility of the writer ; caey were id- 
wrted In the Bristol aewipaper to whicb Chattertoa, as well 
aa his literary usodate a, were anbaequently ia the babit of 
commnoicatiog their piodnctlona ; and they appeared ia the 
KTCBth week after he bad attained the tanth year of his 
«ee." • 

Mr. TfBon then produces the lines, to which we 
shall presently refer. 

Now. considering this position as establbhed, we 
cannot bat remark upon the wonderful prematurity 
which 19 evident in everything relating to the life of 
Chatterton ; and the many ordinary esistencies that 
were compressed into those seventeen years of his. 
Not by decades, and hardly by lustrums, could he 
reckon, who yet found time to consummate a crea- 
tion. Calculating by what he has effected and left 
behind him, his genius, before his sixteenth year, 
seems to have attained the meridian of its vigour; 
and upon this bircumstance in particular, his claim to 
admiration is founded. 

Something too fast, however, at the age of ten, to 

With respect to Chatterton's first poetical produc- 
tions Mr. Tyson is undoubtedly right. It was writ- 
ten in 1762, instead of 1764. His sUter is positive to 
the subject, which she states to be "verses on the 
last day — about ei^^hteen lines— written in the week 
he was door-keeper."* To Mr. Tyson's industrious 



• From ■ oomnumfcitloii iBipMting Chatterlon't flrH po«tic«l 
prodnctioD, pnbliihed u an AppeDdli tovix't Life, mbA wbiob 1 mm 
permtlted, by the UndiuH of Mr, IfWD. U mmka uh of ia Ibis 
blognphr. 
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research we owe the preservation of these lines, which 
It was thought were entirely lost. *' It is with a fad- 
ing of gratiftcation," obsarves that gentleman, "that 
they are rescued from the obscurity in which they 
were enveloped, and placed before the public eye, u 
exhibiting the flutterings of the unfledged eaglet." 
They were published in FeUx Parley » BrulolJour- 
nal, for January 8th, 1763, and are entitled — 



Behold '. just comia; fram abate, 
The JODQR, with oiBJesty and lo*e ! 
The sky diiides, sod rolls away, 
T' admit him through the realma of day I 
The 9ua astODlih'd, hidei its ^e. 
The moon and atsrg with wonder gaxe 
At jEBc'a bright superior rnys 1 
Dread ligbtoiogs flaah. nod thunders roar, 
Aud sha^e the earth sad briuy shore j 
The trumpet souods at hesTflo's command, 
And piereelh throuEh the sea and land ; 
The dead in each now hear the voice, 
The sinners tear and sBiiite rejoice ; 
For now the awful hour is come, 
When every tenaat ol the tomb 
Uust rise, and take his everlasting doom. 

Nothing uncommon in these — even for ten years ; 
hut then, in composition, as in everything else, when 
once fairly in pr<^re)!s, Chatterton made rapid strides 
towards perfection. 

" He had been gloomy from the time he began 
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kara, btit he became more cheerful lehen he began 

te poetry." Why, the weight — the iacubua — was 
remoTcd. He had burst his bonds — could flutter 
iw, aud prepare himself for higher flights. It was 
pleasant even to feel bb liberty, aud to know that 
what ^as within bim he could speak out. The 
bandage was removed from the eyes of the mewed 
bird. He could heboid the heaven, where his thoughts 
rested — whence his prophesyings bad descended, and 
the living fire tliat had tipped his tongue. While he 
IS yet musing, the flame bad kindled. His beliefs, 
Us aspirations, and bis ardent yearnings — burning, 
stni^ling to he uttered — they might be uttered now. 
"Some tatirieal piecet we saw toon after." That 
is, after his twelfth, or, as it has lieen proved, bis 
tenth year. Of hb powers of satire, we shall, bye-and- 
by, have much to say. It lias been generally thought 
that hb verses entitled "Apostate Will" were hb first 
essay in that line. The opinion was erroneous ; and 
the proof in tbb case we likewbe owe to Mr. Tyson. 
Thb " Apostate Will" was an unprincipled man, who 
for mercenary motives shifted liix religion from one 
sect to another without compunction. Sir Herbert 
Croft transcribed it after bb death from an old 
pocket-tiook in the possession of his relatives. Thb 
pocket-tiook had been given to him hy hb uster, as 
a New-year's present, after hb canfiimation, and be 
had subsequently returned it to her filled with at- 
tempts at poetry. " It appears," says the IranscrilKr, 
"to be bis first, perhaps his only copy of it, and b 
evidently his fiand-writing, By the dale, he was 
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eleven years and almost five months old. It is ) 

' most extraordinary performance in the world; 
but, from the circumstance of Chatterton's parentage 
nd education, i[ is unlikely, if not impossible, that 
le should have met with any asaistance or correctit 
rhereas, when we read the Ode which Pope wrote at 
twelve, and another of Cowley at thirteen, we : 
apt to suspect a parent, friend, or tutor, of an amiable 
dishonesty, of which we feel perhaps that we should 
be guilty. Suspicions of this nature touch not Cbat- 
terton. He knew no tutor, friend, or parent, at least 
o parent who could correct or assist him."" 
This is a lame and impotent conclusion. Pope's 
father was anything but friendly disposed towards his 
's poetical powers. Se would not, even if he 
could, have assisted bitn. And Chatteiton had a 
tutor.~.which tutor was his intimate friend, and who 
himself made a pretence of writing poetry — Thomas 
Phillips. The verses, however, for which this ques- 
ion is b^^ed, would confer as little credit on Phillips 
15 they do on Chatterton. One or two of his critics, 
indeed, staunch for the existence of Rowley, have 
le them a pretence for undervaluing his genius, 
;Buse, forsooth, he does not include the imbecile 
disciples of Wesley in the ranks of the Protestants, 
and — astonishing inference !_have discovered from 
this circumstance that he could not he the creator of 

But — somewhat wide of our mark. We- do n 
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indeed mean to assert that Cbatterton received assis- 
tance from Pbillips, or from any living being ; on tile 
contrary, his unassisted powers were sufficient for 
anything : but the obserTaCiouB of the Reverend 
Baronet have always been as a beam in our eye, and 
— we have now cast it out. 

We must again have recourse to Mr. Tyson. 

" In Felix Farley'! Brislai Journal of Satacdaj, December 
17, 1763. and gome fallowing aombers, a, saccesaioD of aatiii- 
cbI attacks, in yerse Hnd prose, are iosertid, oa a clinrchwar- 
dsD who is Bccnsed of haTiiig ordered the levelling of the 
cburch-yard eotrastcd to his care, and of hanliog anay the 
clay to be u^ed for the parpoaes of hia trade aa a brickmt ' 
Ode of the pieces states that the chorch-yard allnded to 
■n appendage to the graudeat stractoie in tbla city ;" 
clearly indicating it to be that of St. Mary Redcllffe, the 
dnuchworden of which, for the year 1763, waa Joseph 
HiouiBs ; and by a ^miliar abbreviation of whose Christiaii 
name, the peraon aatirized ia addressed in the lines al 
prodaced. With reapact to their autborahip, the locality of 
the circumatance to which they relate would directly point to 
Chattertoo, In whose mind the snbject could not fail of ei- 
citdag an interest ; In addiUoo to which it presented a tempt- 
ing opportonity of iodulgiag the propensity to satire, which 
formed so prominent a trut ia his character. 

"Bnt Chatterton's title t 
requires no other proof than 

entitled " Sly Dick," the commencement oi wmen la E 
tianscHbed lo facilitate the leader'a immediate reference. 



imposition la qoeatloD 



>' Sharp was the &ost, the wind wi 
And sparkling stars bedeckt the : 
Sly Dick in arts of conning akill' 
Whose rapine all his pockets fiU'd, 
Had laid bim down to take his rest 



Iky: 



And then follows the " first satirical poem," which, as 
e have not incluiied it in the collection of his "i 
' knowledged Poems," we proceed to transcribe. 
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appeared in tl^e Journal before mentioned for January 
7. 1764. 



The night was coW 


the'wl 










ikji 










And slept 
But itiU 




6d of down; 




hopeo 


min 


Thdt nev 






Ripoa'd 


le chufch. 


ardtD 


tBtlew, 


Thai sea 






new. 














»mpli. 




When, Ic 


behold ti 






Appeara- 


joy sparkl 




cycB. 



Tlie doot now cre»li9,- 

With suddeB fear be stuts and nakea; 

Quaking and pale, in eaeer haste 

A ghastly phantom, lean and wan, 
That Instant rose and thas began : 

" Weak wretch— ti> tbink to blind mj eyes 1 
Hypocrisy's a ihio disguise ; 
Your hnmble mieu and fawning tongue 
Have oft decelT'd the old and yonng. 
On tbla side now. and now on that, 
The very emblem of the bat : 
What ever part yon take we know 
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Nothing of " Keir Gardens" here, — and yet il was 
written in little better than five years afterwarda. 

These productions are sufficient to convict Mr. 
Tbistlethwaite of inaccuracy in the opinion which he 
had formed of Chatterton's power, and the period at 
which he first began to join couplets together. The 
poems of "Sly Dick" and "Apostate Will" are in 



. robbed St ooce, of all my knowledge, procured u Ihe ei- 






in Fnlfonl, In Ihe - Bri«lowe Trigedj." wWeh I preiuioe Mr. 
Illudei to, i> not luSciect to eiMUish It. Beiidet, ChsnertOD 

"iflono'l^t'hiiik that ChBtlHlon In bit Iwelfth jfir, WH^nal 
B good pi«e wrilai, and in ho «7 uleribls in Ibat line UU 
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themeelves a meagre evidence of his poeiical faculties 
in his eleventh snd twelfth years. But Thistlelhwaite 
was an advocate for the genainenesa of the Rowley 
Poems, — was a correspondent of Dean Milles on the 
subject, — and a bit of an author in his vay.* He was 
no friend to Chattetton ; and had an interest in depre- 
ciating his abilities. 

Of the other juvenilities of Cbatterton ne shall not 
speak. Allowing biui, which was undoubtedly the 
case, to have had his great work in contemplation, 
and to have been fitting his powers for the creation, 
we cannot help wishing that he had either not written 
at all such pieces as " Apostate Will" — or had written 
them better. 



! Burgtim pedigree — Leave* Cohton'g 
tehool, and is articled to one Lambert, an attorney. 
In the house in which Mrs. Cbatterton resided, — a 
poor liack tenement, dismally situated in a kind of 
court, behind a row of somewhat better houses that 
fronted the street, — there was a small garret which had 
been used as a lumber-room. Of this apartment 
Cbatterton possessed himself: he kept the key, 
and suffered no one,^if he could help it, to have 
access to it. In it were deposited all his papers and 



-" rSe Prei 
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parchments, and a variety of other articles, for nliich 
his relations found no other terms than " rubbish'' and 
"litter," but which Chatterton managed to convert 
into uses that will confer immortality on hia name- 
In short they were the materials, from which sprung 
to light the Manuscripts afterwards produced by him 
as ttie originals of Rowley, stid which are now snugly 
preserved in the Library of the British Museum. 

There were not many opportunities afforded him of 
labouring at his darling project. His hours of absence 
from Colston's school were wide apart — his half- 
holidays occurred hut on Saturday afternoons. Punc- 
tually however as the day came round, he returned, 
arriving at home a few minutes after the boys were 
dismissed, and proceeded to shut himself in his cham- 
ber. What passed there remained a mystery ; he 
revealed nothing to his friends.* 



him agnaCp]«« of ochre In Abrownpftn, pounce-bagi fuU ofchtTcfuJ 
duit, whioh bB bad from n Uiu Sanger, fe Deii^hbour; «lio a bottle of 






pAFChnieDti, (fi>r h? i 



cle«r-(tghlBd-l wlih jou nonld bido out of Uie room— it li my toom " 
To thii lbs uuw«nd bj telling him, it «u cnlr b gsnanf lumber 
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The litne thus Bpent, thua snatched from play and 
recieatiOD. waa indeed devoted to the productiou of 
hia antique fabric. Immured in the solitude of his 
chamber, he was "creating poetry out of parchment, 
and calling beauteous spirits from aatiquityto preside j 
over their own apparently coeval relics." He seized 
a great conception, and wrote it down. 

There were residing at this time in Bristol, two 
tradesmen, pewterers, and partners in that trade — Mr. 
Burgam, and Mr. George Catcott. Chstterton had 
attracted the notice of Mr. Burguui, as a remarkable 
bo;, fond of reading, attached to antiquities, and of 
quick and lively intellect, and occasionally he had 
received from him small sums of money. There were 
few points of human character, which, young as he 
was, he had left unstudied. Burgum is described as 
having been a vain and credulous man, fond of noto- 
riety and display, — a fit subject, undoubtedly, to prac- 
tise a hoax upon; end ChatCerton set about it. 

He went to him one day. and told him that he had 
found his pedigree, from the time of William the 
Conqueror, — a pedigree tliat allied him to the proudest 
families in England, — a pedigree thai deduced his des- 
cent from Simon de Leyncte Lyze. alias Senliz, who 
married Matilda, daughter of Wallheof, Earl of Nor- 
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thumberland, Northampton, and Huntingdon. He 
assured the pewterer this, and the pewterer believed 
it. 

No doubt it leas a pleasant thing to be told that the 
blood which the scratch of a rusty nail might draw 
was pure as the stream that flawed in lordly veins, — 
to be conscious that after all be was nothing so despi- 
cable, — no hop o' my thumb of yesterday, — not even 
of the last batch of Baronets — but a lineal descendant 
of a proud and almost princely Norman. It was some- 
thing, this information, and well worth the crown with 
which it was rewarded. 

In the generosity of his elated heart, Mr. Burgum, 
upon the production of this important document. — 
presented its fortunate discoverer with the magnificent 

n of five shillings. From this recompense, and 
some peculiarities displayed by the same gentleman, 
Chatterton has banded bim down to posteiity in his 



"Godsl what would Burgi.ai give to get a name, 
And snatch hii bluoderiiig dialect from Bhame 1 
What would he ^vc to band hia memory down 
To Time's remotest bounriar; ? — A crona. 
Would joxL aak more, hie swtlliag face looks bine ; 
Fnturi^ h« rates at two ponnds two. 
Well, Bursnm, take thy laurel to thy brow ; 
mth a rich laddle decorate a sow ; 
Strut in lambica, totter ia an ode, 
Fromlse, and never pay, and be the mode." 

But where was this document found ? — and how 
came it into the possession of a Bristol charity-boy? 
Rather important questions, in the estimation of those 
at the Herald's office. Alas 1 Burgum, thy blue looks, 
and tby blank looks — of what avul will the; 1; 
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Thou must get thee back to thy pewteret's shop, and 
thj sraeltirig pot. 

The ancestors of Cbatterton. for upwards of one 
hundred and fifty years, had filled the office of Sex- 
ton of the church of St. Mary Redcliffe. His uncle, 
indeed, John Chatterton, who died a few years pre- 
vious to his birth, had been the lut of that name 
who bad inherited it ; but from the contiguity of his 
mother's house to that noble structure, the young 
Cbsttettou bad generally a free access to all parts of 
the building. The affidr is somewhat ungular, and 
will be beat told in the following extract from Dr. 
Gregory. 

" Over the nartb porch of St. Mar; Redcliffe chuceh, 
which was founded, or at least rebniit, by Mr. W. Caoynge 
(nn emiDent menhaat of Bristol in the fifteenth centnrj, and 
in the 'reign of Edward the Foarth}, there is a kind of mani- 

of which is putieaiai wns said to be Mr. Caaynge'i tofrei 
this chest, it Is said, was secured bjr six keys, t«o of which 
were entrnated to the minister and procurator of the chnrch, 
two to the nuyDT, and one to each of the churchwardens. In 
proceaa of time, however, the sIe keys appear to have been 

title-deeds and other writings of value were conU^ned in Mr. 
Canynge's cofre. In conaequence of this opinion an order of 
vestry was made that the cheat should be opened under tiie 
inspection of ui attorney, and that those writings which ap- 
penred of cDoaequence should he removed to the aoath porch 
of the chnrch. The locks were therefore forced, and not only 
the principal chestt hut the othcre, which were also supposed 

diately relating to the church were removed, and the other 
manuscripts were left exposed as of no value. Considerable 
depredations had, from time to time, been committed npon 
them b; different persons ; bat the most insatiate of these 
plunderers was the faiher of Chattertoo. His ancle being 
aeiton of St. Mary Redcliffe, gave him free access to the 
church. He carried off, from time to time, parcels of the 
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erchmcQti; sad one time alooe, with the aislstaDce ot the 
fi, is Icnown to hare filled a large basket ifith Utem. Thcf 
vere dcp«nted in a capbQard Id the ichoal, aad emplojcd tor 
different pnrposei, »ach as the caveriog of copy-booka. Sic.: in 
particular, Mr. Gibbs, the mintster of the parish, having pre. 
sented the bays with tnenty bibles, Mr. Chattertoa, in ordei 
to preserv* these books from being damaged, corered them 
iritb some of the parchments. At his death, the widow being 
under the neeessit; ot remcviag, carried tbe remainder of 
them tn her new babitatloa. Of the discovery of their TSlne 
by tbe younger Chattertoa, the accooDt of Mr. Smith, a very 
intimate acqnalntaace, which be g»ve to Dr. Glynn of Cam- 
bridge, is too interesUog to be omitted. ' When ygnng Chat-' 
'--'on was first articled to Mr. l^miiert, he nsed frequently 
ome home to his mother, by way of a short visit. There, 
day, his eye was caught hy one of these parchmentii, 
which had been converted into a thread-paper. He found not 
only the vrritlng to be very old, the characters very difTerent 
from common characters, but that the subject tbereiu treated 
was different from common lubjects. Being naturally of an 
'---lisitive and cnrioas torn, he was very mnoh struck with 
r appearance, and, as might be expected, began to qnes- 
don bis mother what those thread-papets were, how she got 
" n, and whence tbey came. ITpuo further inquiry, be was 
to a full discovery of all the parchments which remained.' 
bulk of them cooelsted of poetical and other composi- 
a, by Mr, Canynge, aod a particular friend of bis, Thomas 
vley, whom Chatterton at first called a monk, and atter- 
ds a secular priest of the fifteenth century. Such al least 
ears to be the aeamnl which Chattertm thought proper to 
give, and which he wished to be betieved.^' 

That Chatterton was acqudnteii with these docu- 

ents before he was srtLcled to Mr. Lambert, is 

evident from the circumstance of his producing the 

rgum pedigree, and his assertian that the materials 

from which it was compiled were found in the old 

chests in the muniment room of Redcliffe church. 

Burgum never seeros to have doubled tbe im- 
probability of this storj. We do not know that he 
even inquired about the originals, but appeared auffi. 
ciently contented with the transcript which Chatterton 
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thought proper to g^ve him. And lo! — in the charity- 
boy's hand-writing — in a small school-boy's copy- 
book, there came to Mr. Burgum a succinct accoi 
of all his ancestors, rescued from the gulph of all- 
devouring time. The docuTnent bore the following 
title : "An account of the family of the De Berghan 
from the Norman Conquest to this time ; collected 
from original records, tournament rolls, and the he- 
ralds of march and garter records, by T. Chatlerton." 
The remuneration which Chatterton received, we have 
already stated to have been five shillings. 

Elated with this success, and finding his poor dupe 
to be no way incredulous or suspicious of the hoax 
thus triumphantly practised upon him, Chatterton set 
to work again, and in a fortnight afterwards presented 
the pewterer with a second document, being nothing 
else than a supplement to the pedigree — in foe 
'* Continuation of the account of the family of the 
De Bergham, from the Norman Conquest to t 
time, by T. Chatterton." And indeed he had been 
even more liberal in this second commuqication than 
in the first, for now Mi, Bur^m discovered that he 
might claim descenl from an undoubted son of Par- 
nassus, who was, as Chatterton testified, " the greatest 
ornament of his age," The fact was truly undeniable; 
for here, preserved in the archives of RedclifFe church 
— amongst all the evidence that allied Mr. Burgum ti 
nobility and royalty — appeared a poem written by hi 
ancestor, one John De Bergham, and entituled "The 
Romaunte of the Cnyghte." This poem Chatterton 
had transcribed in all its genuine orthography, and the 
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better to elucidate it£ beauties—as Mr. Burgum was 
unskilled in gothic lore — he accompanied it with a 
modernized version, '\>y himself . " To give you," says 
he to the pewterer, " an idea of the poetry of the age, 
take the following piece, wrote by him (John De 
Bergham) about 13-20." This was not all; he addsa 
list of some of the works of which this said ancestor 
was the author. 

"This John was oa« of the greftteat ornaments of the a^ 
iu vhich he lived. He wrote siveral books, anil traiaUited 
aamt part qf IKe Iliad, uodei the title ' Rom&nee of Troy,' 
which possibly may be the book alladed to in the following 
French memoire. 

** Un Lyvre ke parle de qnortee principal gestes, et dt 
Charles : le rom&ODCc ntua et Vespasian : le romasnce de 
Agyrea; le romaunee de Marchsnnce: le romaunce de Ed- 
mund et Agoland; le Klbsad par Montieor Iscaunas : le 
tomanace de Tibbot de Arable : le romaance de Troyi, &c." 

He brought likewise the De Betgham arms " la- 
boriously painted" on parchment. 

In this second portion of the pedigree the "ac- 
count" is carried down to the reign of Charles the 
Second; and there, as the pewterer was not unlikely 
to know something of his ancestors — it being only re- 
moved by a period of a hundred years — Chatterton 
very wisely stopped.* 

•Chatnrton linked and gUded Ihia splendid chslD at snceatr; 



knsvlHlgEdpocmi. 
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Long afterwards — after Chattertoti's death, in- 
ted — Mr. Burgum made a journey to London, and 
laid before the heralds of March and Garter, for 
their approval, this pedigree of the De Bergham 
faroilj i the result was, that he returned to Bristol, 
carried on his pewtering, and thought no more of his 



So much for the fiiat creation of Thomas Chatter- 
ton.t 

In the letter from Mr. Thistlethwaite to Dean 
Milles, to which we have before had occasion to refer, 
there is mention made of a circumstance, which, if 
true, will prove the composition of the Rowley poems 
to be already commenced. 
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; entering into coavenatdoD vith him, the nibjcet of which 
> not nov recollect, hi informed me that he was in posKS- 
aion of certain old MSS. iihlch had been deported in a chest 
la ReddiffC church, and that he had lent some, or am ' 
them, to Phillips. Within a day ot tvo after this I sa» P 
lips, and repeated to him the iafonnatlDB 1 had received from 
Chatterloa. Phillips produced a MS. on parchment or vellnm, 
which I am eonfideat was '^Eiiaoure andJuga,'^ a kind of 
pastoral eclogne, afterwards published in the Town and Coun- 
try Magazine for May 1769. The parchment or vellum ap- 
peared to have been closely pared ronnd the margin, for what 

pose or by what accident I koDw not, bat the words were 

lently entire and unmatitated. 

" As the writing was yellow and pale, mauifeatly as I con- 
•t occasioaed by age, and conseqnently difficolt to decipher, 
Phillips bad with his pen traced and gone over several of the 
lines, (whicli, as far as my recollection serves, were written in 
the manner of prose, and without any regard to punctnation,) 
and by that means laboured to attain the object of bis pursuit 
— an investigation of their meaning. I endeavoured to assist 
him, bat from an almost total igaoraace of the character, 
manners, laDga^:e, and orthography of the age in which the 
lines were written, all our effort* were onpro&tably eierted ; 
sad although we arrived at an explanation, and corrected 
many of the words, atiU the sense was ootoriously deficient. 

" For my own part, having little or no taste for such sta- 
diea, I repiaed aot at the disappointment ; Phillips, on the 
contrary, was to all appearance mortified; iodeei!, much more 
so than at that time I thought the object deserved; expressing 
his sorrow at his want of aucceSi, and repeatedly declaring 
his intention ol resuming the attempt at a fntnrc period."* 

Little dependence, I believe, is to be placed'on the 
veracitj of Mr. Thistlethwaite's statement. It is true 
that his letter nas written in 178). seyenteen years 
after the time to which he refers ; and that at 1 
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period in questioD he was only thirteen years of age. 
What could a charity-boy, like ThUtlethwaite, of 
hardly average talents, know about the antiquity of 
parchment and vellum, and the genuineness of nianu- 
scripls of the fifteenth century? I must be pardoned 
if I state that I believe the whole to be a fabrication. 
Phillips and Cbatterton were both dead, and no doubt 
could be thrown on the story. And allowing — what 
I will readily acknowledge — Chatterton to have been 
the most remarkable youth upon record, I cannot, 
with " Apostate Will" and the " Hymn to Christmas 
Day " before me, as tbe evidence of his poetical 
powers at eleven, believe, that in less than a year he 
could have produced— though he might have contem. 
plated — one of the finest of the Rowley Poems. Cer- 
tainly, among the parchments which were preserved 
as originals, there is no trace of "Elinoureand Juga." 

It was on the 1st of July, 1767, that Chatterton 
took his leave of Colston's school. He bad been 
there nearly seven years. On the same day he was 
bound apprentice to a Mr. John Lambert, an at' 
torney; the trustees of the school paying the usual 
fee of ten pounds to his new master. The inden- 
tures of his apprenticeship are preserved in the 
Literary and Scientific Institution at Bristol. They 
specify that he was to be found in food, clothing, and 
lodging by his master ; while' his mother was to wash 
and mend for him. 

And here a new era opened in the life of Chatter- 
ton. It does not indeed appear that he had any choice 
offered him of a situation, — or whether his inclina- 
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tions were consulted, — whether, in short, he had any 
interest in the affur, further than a home found him 
for another sereti years, which was the intended term 
of hU apprenticeship. Mis mother was very poor; 
and he would not like to have remained a burden upon 
her, which in the choice of another occupation might 
have occurred ; his every wish, on the contrary, 
seems to have been, to relieve afid assist her. 

But here he was removed from home altogether : 
no more Saturday afternoons, and whole holidays on 
smnt's-days i no more of the little room, and ham- 
mering on the Rowley anvil — not, at least, in the 
neighbourhood of Redchffe church, and the tomb of 
"dynge Maistre Canynge." A great mistake, Mr. 
Catcott seems to have made, when, in the Gentle- 
man's Magazine for August 1786, he says that Chat- 
teiton first presented him with the poems of Ruwley 
in 17G8, while he wore on his head the tonsure-cap 
of Cokloa't Bckool. 

There was very little business transacted in Lam- 
bert's office, and, with tlie exception of about two or 
three hours, Chatterton had the whole day to himself. 
He was kept sufficiently strict however, being sent to 
the office every morning at e^ht o'clock, where he 
remained, omitting the sisty minutes allotted for 
dinner, till the clock stood at the same hour in the 
evening. He was then at liberty till ten o'clock, at 
which time the family went to bed. When in the 
house, which was distinct from the office, he was 
confined to the kitchen; he slept with the foot-boy, 
and was subjected to other indignities of a like nature. 
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His pride, which always cbaracterbed him, took of- 
fence at this mortifying treatment, and he became 
gloomy and sullen, exhibiting frequent fits of ill- 
Lambert, indeed, was s vulgar, insolent. Imperious 
an, who, because the boy wrote poetry, was of a 
melancholy and contemplative disposition, and dis- 
posed to study and reading, thought him a fit object 
of insult and contempluoua usage. Yet, notwith- 
standing, he bears the highest testimony to the north 
of Chatterton, to his regularity in his profession, his 
punctual attendance on all the duties required of him, 
and admits that he once only had occasion to cor- 
rect him. And then Chatterton must needs satirize 
the head-master of the school he had just left, a Mr. 
Warner, in an anonymous letter, written in very 
abusive terms, but which the hand-writing, only par- 
tially disguised, and the texture of the paper — being 
the same as that used in the office— brought home to 
the real culprit.. On this occasion he struck him a few 

Chatterton was a good apprentice. There ■ 
still extant in his hand-writing, a folio book of law 
forms and precedents, containing three hundred and 
thirty-four closely written pages i also thirty-six 
[es in another book of the same kind. In the 
noting book are thirty-six notarial acts, he^des many 
notices and letters transcribed in the ordinary book. 
These were done independently of his regular duties. 
At night, punctually as the clock struck ten, he would 
be at Mr. Lambert's door. *' We saw him," his sister 
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writes, "roost eveniDgs before nine, and be would, ii 
general, stay to the limits of his time, which was ten. 
He was seldom two evenings together withont seeing 
us." The time, also, which was at his command, 
when he neglected to visit his friends, was generally 
spent in solitary rambles. Mr. Lambert says that he 
never bnew him in bad compauy, or suspected him of 
any inclination thereto. 

When we consider that he was now fifteen years 
of age, and that in less than three years more his 
career of existence was terminated, we b^in to en- 
quire where, and how, did be find time to produce 
the works which now bear his name ? Let the reader 
examine the contents of this volume. A goodly 
quantity even here, to say nothing of the quality, 
and this without taking into account a series of Prose 
Works not of sufficient value to be reprinted ; and 
many poems, some of considerable length, which are 
gone altogether, which perished with their author 
when he tore his manuscripts into fragments ; at have 
been unce lost by the carelessness of persons into 
whose possession they fell.* 

That the greater part of his works were written 
during his stay with Mr. Lambert, — that the Creation, 
which will for ever confer immortality on his name, 
was consummated in these hours of leisure, of wbich, 
we have already intimated, many fell to his share. 
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there is abundant evidence lo prove. We ate indeed 
sntering upon his life in earnest, when me arrive at 
this period. The proud and lonely bojj with those 
bright flashing eyes of his, and that wild unearthly 
look, did not wander ahout the banks of the Tiver, 
when he could aciatch an houT for exercise, swinging 
arms to and fro, aod talking rapidly to himself, 
without an ohject. Those fits of aullenness and 
stupidity of which he has been accused — of total 
abstraction from the all of the external world; those 
intervals of silence, when with difficulty be could be 
got to speak or make answer to an inquiry : when, by 
his sister's testimony, "for days together he would 
say very little, and apparently by cousttainti" when 
e would sit and weep for hours, no cause or motive 
assigned, — were nothing less than the agonies of the 
poet — as of the inspired Pythonness,l^>ouring beneath 
■ transmission of the divine afDstus, and the spirit 
of unwonted prophecy. 

There was much to bear with in the life they wi 
leading him, portioning him with vulgar, illiterate 
menials, and confining him to strict office hours, 
sending to and fro men-servants and mtud-servants 
to watch his actions, and, if poEsible, detect him off 
his post. There was much to endure in the insolent 
brutality of his master, who, as Chatterton com- 
plained, *' was continually insulting him and making 
his life miserable ;" tearing up and destroying hb 
compositions, and annoying him with coarse and c( 
temptuous allusions. But the ardour of the young 
poet was not so easily quenched, — of too obdurate ai 
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fierce a nature the Bpitit they meaolf assailed. " Th« 
sleep of the eagle on the cliff-edge above the roar of 
cataracts, and in tbe heart of the thunder-cloud, is 
hushed and deep as that of the balcyan on the smooth 
and sunny main.'' 

IV. 
Attonuhet the literati of Britlol with an aceomU of 
the "Fri/an' first pasting over the old bridge." 
Chatterton was devotedly attached to the study of 
heraldry. According to the evidence collected by his 
last biographer, he seized upon every opportunity to 
perfect himself therein,* I cannot help thinking, 
however, that the knowledge of that science which he 
acquired, and certainly the taste he displayed— judg- 
ing by the shields and escutcheons he has left behind 
him — border very closely on the ridiculous. His 
ideas of architecture were perhaps more grotes<lue ; 
the drawings of Bristol Castle, and other public edi- 
fices, which he palmed upon Mr. Barrett, and which 
the wily Dean MiHes believed to be authentic, are 

• Henu ulsanry pBrtiilto tlwilDdyafhenldrj.uduud toin- 
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justly reprobated by Warton, as the representMioDB 
of buildings wbich never existed, in a capricious, 
affected style of Gothic architecture, reducible to no 
system. The attempts, haveveT, in both sdences 
display considerable ingenuity, and a wonderful talent 
for iitoentitm. 

In the Tneantine, wlule engag^g himself in multi- 
farious pursuits, the disguBt which he had conceived 
for bis profession continued to increase. He was loud 
in his complaints agunst the injustice of Lambert. 
He despised the society into which he was cast; he 
maintained a gloomy reserve, speaking to uo one — re- 
treating into his own invisible world — betraying only 
by the curled lip and scornful smile, his consciousness 
of anything that passed around him. What had hx in 
common with his vulgar associates ? 

Even with the better class of persons with whom 
he occasionally- mixed, he was not disposed to be over 
communicative. His mind was growing antique from 
the long contemplation of Rowley. W\& existence — 
only partially, and when he gave the reins to his 
satirical disposit'ion — was of the e^hteenth century, — 
otherwhiles of the fifteenth ; shrouded amongst dust 
and cobwebs, musty parchments and obliterated in- 
scriptions, and his ima^nation haunted with idaions 
of ghostly friars and trains of shaven monks pacing 
in sable stole the cloisters of St. John's. 

A friend named Baker, who had left Bristol and 
gone to America, had requested Chatterton to main- 
tun a correspondence with him : this friend had 
been bis bed-fellow while at Colston's school, and 
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the poet had conceived a great attachment for him. 
About his fifteenth year, soon after Baker had reached 
his destination, Chatterton sent him a letter composed 
of all the hard words he could think of, and requested 
him to answer in the iame style. About nine months 
after he was articled to Mr. Lambert, he wrote again. 
The letter on this occasion, which is the earliest of 
Chatt«rton's epistles extant, is as follows; 

■' Dear Friend, " "'^''' «'*- 1"8- 

" I rnOBt now cloK my poetical labours, my muter 
being retanieil from London, Von write in a very entertain- 
ing Bt;le ; though I am afraid mine will be the contrary. 
Yanr celebi;»ted Mias RumseT is going to be married to Mr. 
Fonler, na he himself informs me. Pietty children ! aboot to 
enter into Che comfartsble yolce of matrimony, to be at tbelr 
own liberty ; jnat apropos to the old Jaw— but out of the fry- 
ing.pan into the Gre I For a loier, heareoa mend him 1 but 
for a husband, oh eicellent I what a female Mnchiavel thia 
Miaa Rnmsey ia I A very good mistresa of nature to discover 
a demon In the iiabit of a parson ; to find a spirit ao well 
adapted to the humour of an English wife, that ii, one who 
takes olT hi* bat to etery person be chances to meet, to shew 
his staring boma, and icry politely stands at the door of hig 
wife's chamber, whilst her gallant is entertaining her within, 
Omlrnbiiit what will homau nature degenerate Into! Fowler 
aforesaid declarea he makes a acmple of conscience of bdng 
too free with Miss Rumaey before marriage. There's a gal- 
lant for jou 1 why a giri with BDythiog of the woman, would 
despise him for It. Bnt no more of him. I am glad yon ap- 
prove of the ladiea in Charles Town ; and am obliged to yoa 
for the compliment of locladiug me in your happineas ; my 
friendship is as firm as the white rock when the black waiea 
roar around it and the watera burst on Its hoary top, when 
the driving wind ploughs the sable sea, and the rising waves 
aspire to the clouds, tnming with the rattling hail. So mnch 
for heroics. To speak in plain Engliah, I am, and ever will 
be, yunr unalterable friend. I did not give your love to Miss 
Rumaey, having not yet seen her in private, and In public she 
will not apeak to me, because of her great love to Fowler; 
and on another occaaion. 1 have been violently in love thess 
thr«e-and-twenty Umes since your departure i and not a few 
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et came off Tictoricin*. I am obliged to Tcn fcr jonr enri- 
ositr, and ihall eiteem It vory moch, not OD ucoDiit of itwlf, 
bat u coming fhiin tou. The poems, Ike. on Mlii Boyland I 
wish better, for her take and T<nir'>- Tbe Todbnameht t 
bBTe onl; ooe canto of, vhich T •cud herewith ; the renainder 
ii entirelT lost. I am, with the grealest regret, goinz to inb- 
(crlbe mTSclt— Your Mthfnl and constant friead, 'Ull death 

1o Qspatt, "Thouab Ch. 

"Ur, Baktr, Oiarlta-Timm, South Coroltiui." 

Tbe poem " To s Friend," in p. 410, was written 
at the same timet >nd to the same correspondent. 

This Miss Hoyland wis Baiter's inamorata. The 
poems enclosed in the letter, and addressed ti 

re sufficiently "namby-pamby" to captivate tbe 
intellect of any young lady. They are, in truth, with 

> or two exceptions, but trashy compositions, hur- 

i over in a slovenly manner, when he could snatch 
a moment from works of greater importance. Nor is 

' taste of Chatterton to t>e at ail impugned in the 
matter. There ate some ten or twelve of them, 
exhihiting every mark of haste and carelessness i but 
then it was only behind the bush that he was thdr 
author. Baker having requested to exhibit them as 
hit cncn. 

A question arises, from the perusal of this letter, 
respecting the amatory inclinations of Chatterton. 
His was scarcely a disposition to fall in love, though 
he here confesses to three-and-twenty flames. Sparks 
only they must have been, — not actual flames, with a 
smoke to them. His sister asserts that, up to the 

e of his apprenticeship, he was. remarkably Indif- 
ferent to females. " One day," she says, " he wi 

narking to me the tendency severe study had I 
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sour the temper, and declared he had always seen all 
the sex with equal indifference, bat those that nature 
made dear. He thought of making an acquuntance 
with a girl in the neighbourhood, supposing it might 

en the austerity of temper study had occasioned, 
wrote a poem to her, and they commenced cor- 
responding acquaintance." This young lady was the 
~ ' IS Rumsey of the foregoing letter. The writer 
continues, " He would frequently walk the collie 
green with the young girls that statedly paraded there 
» shew thdi finery, but I really believe he was no 
debauchee, though some have reported it). The dear 
unhappy boy had faults enough : I saw with concern 
he was proud, and exceedingly imperious; hut that of 
teualil]/ he could not be justly accused with." Mrs. 
Newton was no scholar ; by the word " venality," she 

ins libertinism. 

But was he, indeed, a libertine? Let us hear 
the testimonies of his acquuntance. " He stands 
charged," says Dr. Gr^ory, " with b profligate at- 
tachment to women i the accusation, however, 
stated in a vague and desultory manner, as if from 
common report, without any direct or decided e 
dence in support of the opinion. His sister could 
not perhaps have produced a better proof of his mo- 
rality, than hb incUnation to associate with modest 

Mr. Thislletbwtute had certainly a good opportu- 
nity for observing the course of Chatterton's conduct. 
We have called in question some of his statements ; 
they related however to a period when he was a mere 
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child ; and were of too important a nature to be ad- 
missible on saeb evidence. But at the time for which 
we are now collecting rsferences, be was old enough 
—being nearly eighteen months older than Chatter- 
ton — to be admitted aa counsel for the prisoner. He 
writes thus to Dean Milles i — 

" It hu been uid that he ma an anpiiDdpled llbertiiie, 
deprand la hla mlad, and profligate in bis morala ; whow 
abllitiei were proitltuted to serve the canie of Tlce, and whoae 
Ifdiure hours were wasted in contiaoed Bccnea of debauchery 
and obscenity. 

" 1 admit that amoogst ChattertoD's papers may be taund 
many passages, not only Immoral, bat bordering upon a libei- 
tlaiam gross and napardoaable. It Is not my Intention to 
attempt a Tlndlcatlon of those passages, which for the regard 
1 bear his memory, I wish he had nerer written ; bat which I 
nererthalesa believe to hsTe originated rather from a warmth 
of Imagination, aided by a T^n affectation of singularity, than 
from any natural depravity, or from a heart vitiated by evil 



[ample. 
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opportanities a long aeqnalntance with him afforded 
me, justiiy me )n saying that whilst he lived la Bristol he was 
not the debanched chsrscter represented. Temperate In his 
living, moderate in his pleasures, and regular in his exercissa, 
he was undeserving of the aspersion. What change I<oadoa 
might have effected ia him I know not ; but from the strain of 
his letters to hla mother and sister, and his couduct towards 
them after be quitted Bristol, and also from the testimoDy of 
those with whom he lodged, 1 have uo doubt but the intem- 
peraacies and irregularities laid to his charge did either not 
exist at all, or, at the worst, are constderably aggravated be- 
yond what candour eao approve." 

When we reach his London life, we siiall adduce 
evidence even more satisfactory than this. 

The fact 'i&, that Chatterton's character has heen 
blackened by every slanderer who conld trace scur- 
rilous words upon paper. He was a kind of whipping- 
post for every scribbling apprentice to try his hand on ; 
" a butt at which every callow witling made his proof- 
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shot." Not a few calumniators, vhose judgment was 
tested by the conventional rank which they held in lite- 
rature, encouraged them to the flagellatioD, and even 
dealt him a luh or two themselves sometimes. Of 
these persons more hereafter. 

In the meantime how ttaDds it with this Bristol 
proflicacy? All the evidence is for the accused, and 
the charge amounts to nothing more than assertion 
withuut proof,— nay, without the possibility of being 
proved, or the indlrectest limbo of a foundation on 
which to establish it. Already it disappears, and, 
shade like, while we attempt to ohserve it, fades into 
the impalpablest Kther. His writings, it is allowed, 
occasionally exhibit a laxity of expression, which hsd 
better been avoided. But even these instances are 
only in his satires, and the satires too of the eighteenth 
century, when Churchill was famous, and Wilkes' 
* Essay on Woman.' though burnt by the common 
hangman, was remembered. Chatterton was a youth 
of strong and tumultuous passions, which he subdued 
y his love of literature and his devotion to study : 
small time indeed he had for the indulgence of amatory 
propensities and lascivious incllnattons, who died be- 
fore he was eighteen, and besides a mass of other 
productions, left his Genesis of Rowley behind him. 

To proceed to another subject. We have not yet 
dearly seen how Chatterton disposed of his time, and 
managed to economize it with such success. Here 
his sister lets us into a secret. He seldom slept, and 
would even write by moonlight. " We heard him 
frequently say that be found he studied best towards 
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the full of the moon ; and would often til tip aB night 
and wrile by nioonlight.'' 

To be sure, he vas all this time at work on the 
Rowley PoeiDB ■ in engagemeat which not only oc- 
cupied his mind, but influenced his every-day acUons. 
He would seldom eat animal food ; not like Byron, 
for fear of getting fat — but like Shelley, because he 
supposed it to impair the intellect. He never tasted 
Strong or spirituoue liquors, living upon a tart only, or 
a crust of bread and a draught of pure spring water. 
Sometimes his mother would tempt htm, when he paid 
her a visit, with the offer of a hot meal, to which be 
would reply, that **he bad a work in hand, and most 
not make himself more stupid than God had made 
him." Few such instances of temperance, especially 
among literary men, are on record. Byron dined, 
when in Italy, on a biscuit and a glass of soda-water ; 
but be, we repeat, anticipated corpulency, and shud- 
dered st the notion of a/af Childe Harold. 

There was in Lambert's office-library, amongst a 
heap of law books possessing little interest to Chat- 
terton, an old copy of Camden's Britannia. From a 
bookseller of Bristol he obtained, as a loan, an edition 
of Spegbt's Chaucer, which everybody knows to be in 
black letter ; and for his own use, compiled from the 
scanty glossary which is appended to that work, a 
counter-glossary, having for its arrangement, in some- 
thing like alphabetical order, so as to be easy of refer, 
ence, the words in modem English, with the word 
corresponding to each in the antiquated diction of 
Chaucer. The books however, from which be derived 
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« the English dictionaries of Ker 
sej and Bailey, from wiiicli it has been inconleatably 
proved that nearly the whole of the obsolete words 
employed in the Rowley poems were obtained, 
bttd access also to the old library at Bristol, in which 
I be consulted such works as Hohnshed's 
Chronicles, Geofirey of Monmouth, and Fuller's 
Church History. With these at his command, and 
the eshaostless stores of an unconquerable mind and 
n untiring energy to draw from, the creation of Bow- 
ley proceeded apace — indeed, by this time waa almost 
completed. 

In the montjf of September, 1768, a new bridge 

as completed at Hristol, superseding the old structure 

lat had spanned for centuries the river. On the day 

upon which it was first opened to the public a kind of 

ceremony seems to have taken place, and the thorough- 

> have been proclaimed with ali due honours. 

Immediately afterwards there appeared in the weekly 

newspaper already alluded to — Felix Farley's Bristol 

Juumsl — an account of the ceremonies observed at 

the opening of the old bridge, which had just been 

demolished. It was accompanied by the following 

lote to the printer :— 

Ma. Peinteb, 

The fallowJDg; deicriptian at tbg Mayor's first 
^osiing over the old bridge, taken from aa old MaDuicript, 
mar ■">* [a' thia time] be noacceptable Ui tbs geaerallty of 
yoor reader*. Ynnr's, (ke. 

DCNnsLUUB BaiSTOLIENBIS. 

tbc time fixed for pasaing the neve 
Brydge ; Abonte the time of the toUyage the tenth Clock, 
Meiter Qreggorie Dalbeoye mounted on a Fergreyat Horse, 
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enformed Master MaTOr all thyaga «crc prepared ; vhau two 
Be&dil9 vsdC fyrst strejug freah stre, ueit came a manne 
dressed np u fcdlows — Hose of goatskjii, crluepart ontwards. 
Doublet aad Waystcoat also, otet whkh a white Robe with- 



also to his Lends on the rjglit, and doabled back to hia Lelt, 
bncklyng nith a Gonldin Bnckel, dangled t« hie Kaee ; there- 
by repfeacDtyag a Saion Elderman.— In hie haode be bare a 
shield, the maystrie of Gille a Brogton, who paincted the 
aame, representynK Saincle Warburgh croiBynie the Ford. 
Then a mickle Btroog Manne, In Annoar. eanded a bage an. 
laee ; after whom came Six Claryoni and Six Miaatrels. who 
gang the Song of Saiocte Warbsrg;h ; then came Master 
Maior, mounted oa a white Horae, dight with sable trap- 
igs, wrought about by the Nannes of Saiocte Kenna, with 
nld and Silier ; hii Hayr brayded with Ribbons, and a 
Chaperon, with the aontient anna of Brystowe faatende on 
^'-- '— :bead. Master Maior bare in hii Hande a gonldin 






Rodde, and a coageaa aqnier bare in hia Hlade, hia Heli 
waalkingbytheSydeoftheHorse: then came the Eldermen 
and CIttie Broders moanted oa Sable Horses, dygbt with 
white tiappyngs and PInmes, and scarlet copes and Cbspeous, 
having thereon Sable Plumea ; after Ihcm, the Preests and 
Freeres, Paryah, Mendicannt and Sunilor, some syngyng 
Saiocte Warburgb'a aong. otheia sonndyog clarions thereto, 
and othersaome CltriaUea. In thilk manner rcechyng the 
Brydge, the Mnaae with tbe Aulace stode on the l^rst Top of 
a Mound, yteed In the midst of the Bridge; then want up the 
Manne with the Sbeelde, after him the Ministrels and Clari- 
ona. And then the Preestea and Freeres, all in white Albs, 
makyng a most goodlle Shewe ; the Maior and Eldermen 
Btandyng roond, theie sang, with the sound ol Clarions, the 
Song of Saiocte Baldwya ; vrbich beyng done, the Manne on 
the Top threwe with greet myght his Anlace into the see, and 
the Clarions aounded an anntiant Charge and Forloyn ; Then 
theie ssAg againe the songe of Saincte Warburgh, and pro- 
ceeded np Chryats bill, to the cross, where a I^tin Sermon 
was preeehed by Ralph de Blaodcrille. And with sound of 
Clarion theie ageyne went to the Brydge, and there dloed, 
Bpendyng the rest of the dsiein Sportea and Plaies.tbe Freets 
of Salncte Augustine doeyng the Plale of the Knyghtes otBris- 
towe, and makynge a great fire at night on Kynwnlph Hyll.* 



fn this small docnniflJit. u carelesily printed by Bouthej nod DU, 
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Such a BiDgulaT document produced at so critical 
a rooment could acarcelj Mi to awaken cnriosit;-, 
especially among the amateurs of that balf-IiierBry 
Bristol citj. The Journal office was beti^ed. Where 
was the original manusciipt ? who was the tran- 
scriber? who the fortunate discoverer? where too 
was it discovered? amongst what cobwebs had it 
reposed for centuries ? and what spiders had ^ran 
the cobwebs ? Rapidly the inlerestiDg number was 
bought up ; the description flew from mouth to 
mouth, intersecting broadways and bye-lanes, while 
the real author — the ex-charity boy — young Thomaa 
ChattertOQ, sat silently laughing in his sleeve, upon 
his stool in Mr. Lambert's office. 

To the disappointment of the toi-duant anti- 
quarUns, no satisfactory answer could be obtained to 
the numerous questions they propounded. There was 
(he document, plain enough, and written in a small, 
neat, not un-lawyer-like looking hand ; but to whom 
that hand belonged, or who Dunhebnua Bristoliensis 
was, was more than Mr. Parley or any of his devils 
could discover. 

Encouraged by his success, however, Chatterton 
soon presented another paper for insertion, and was 
immediately recognised as the individual on whose 
account so much clamour had been raised. The 
alarm was sounded ; the dtizens hastened to the 

ImpoTtiDC*. T)w origiul HS. in Cbinerlon'i handwriting ii pmenrtd 

IhBBtk,-. 

fuley'i Joutnat, with which th« HS. hu bSBo 
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office 1 the mustf origuial was of courM demuided, 
only — as they Baid — for inspection. 

Now Chatterton at this time was little more than 
a child, and as such they treated him. He was 
assailed with tbTeats, to which he tetaliated with 
haughtinesg, and flatly Tefused to give any account.' 
Finding him invincible, they assumed another (one; 
spoke to him in a gentle manner, talked of patronig* 
and assistance, and at last fairly won him over. He 
stated that he was employed to transcribe the con- 
tents of certain ancient manuscripts by a gentleman, 
who also had engaged him to furnish complimentary 
verses, inscribed to a lady with whom that gentleman 
was in love. This, of course, was an extempore In- 
tion, fabricated on the spot. Il agrees, however, 
with what we have seen was realty the case— an 
g^eroent which he was under to his friend Baker of 
Charlestown, to supply him with poems of that nature. 
Perhaps, as the first thought that entered his head, 
he caught at it on the spur of the necessity. Be it as 
it may, it was not deemed sufficiently satisfactory by 
hb judges. 

He next asserted that the original document 

IS one of many ancient manuscripts in his possas- 

]n, which had formerly belonged to his father, who 

had obtained them from a la^e chest in the muni- 

nl room of Hedcliffe church. This information, 

* THe iiget or Bridal, with ■ spirit of bftrbBriiEQ which tha mookB 

tAcsd th« letter to Chutetton, int«TTasaled him with ihmta about the 
origin*!. B07 u he vu, he hvi^hcUj reftued to expUlu upon oompul- 
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we must supposs, was considered authentic, as do 
doubts appear to hare been expressed. It is rather 
ungular, however, that an inspection of these manu- 
scripts was not immediately demanded; and, consi- 
deriug the manner in which, according to Chatterton's 
statement, his father possessed himself of Ihem, carry- 
ing them away without leave asked or giveo, that 
some compulsion wss not nsed to make the boy 
lestoie them. What wai the behaviour of the parties 
on the occauon is buried in the uncertainty of time. 

The real origin of the manuscript will be best 
ascertained from the following statement sent to Dean 
Milles, by a Mr. Rudhall, an early friend of Chatter- 
ton. 

"Hr. John BndhaU, s dsUtb and inimbitont at Bristol, 
and formnly q)prcntice to Mr. Frands Grokf. an qjothecary 
in tiiat eitj, vss well acquainted with Ch&ttcrton whilst he 
«M afiprentiee to Mr. Lambert : during that time Chattcrton 
fi«qu(tatlj called apan Um at his master' 



bridge ia the Bristol 



. . 1 npon li 

after he had printed the 
paper, told Mr. Kndhall U 
oecaning to Um afterwards that he m%ht be called npon to 
pTodoce the original, he brongbC to him one da; a piece of 
parchment about the size of n hsir-sheet of foolscap paper ; 
Hr. BndhaU does not think that aoything was writtea oa it 
when produced by Chattcrton, bnt he saw him write several 
words, if not Unci, ia a character which Mr. Rudhall did not 
nnderstand : which, he says, was totally nallke EuKllsh, and, 
as he apprehended, was meant by Chatterton to imitate or 
repreaent the original from which this accoiuit was priDted. 
He csnuot determine precisely how much Chattertoa wrote in 
this manner, bnt says, that the time he spent in that ilsit did 
not exceed three- quarters of an hoar ; the size of the parch- 
ment, however, (even sappoaiog it to have been filled with 
writing,) will ia some measure ascertain the qnantitj which it 
eont^ned. He says also that when Chatterton had written on 
the parchmeat, he held it over the candle, to give It the ap- 
pearance of antiquity, alach changiil tie eolour qf the ink, and 
madt f he pnrdanait afptar blatk and toatracted i he m 
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IT wu tke parchueat pro> 
■t> him, or (u for u he 
knows) to any othur penoD. Mr. Kndlikll had promiBsd 

ChattertoD not to remi thii ■ecret, and he icrnpnlanslT kept 
his vord till the jtai 1779 ; hat, on the proipect of procuring 
n gratuity often pounds far Ch&ttcrton's mother, from ■ g— 
tleman who csme Co Brietol in order to collect Informal 
concerning her soa'i history, he thonghC so material a benefit 
to the family would fnUy jaitify him for diiulgiog a aecret by 
which no p^Min now liviDg conJd lie a auffereT." 

V. 

Is introduced to Messrs. CaleoCt and Barrett, and it 
of great service to the latter gentleman in Aigpro- 
jected 'History of Bristol.' 
Very Eoon alter the descriptioD of the Major's 
passing over the old biidge appeared in Farltj^t 
Journal, as Mr. Catcott of Bristol, partneT to Hr. 
Burgum the pewterer, of pedigree memorj, was 
iralkiDg with a friend in Redcliffe church, he was in- 
formed bj him of several ancient pieces of poetry, 
lately discovered there, and which were in the posses- 
sion of an extraordinary young man with whom he 
was acquainted, Mr. Catcott is described by those 
who knew him to have been fond of study and at- 
tached to literary puisuits. He had been the first to 
enquire at Farley's office respecting the communica- 
tion of the old-bridge document, and had eviuced a 
lively interest in the whole afbir. Struck with his 
friend's information, he desired an introduction to 
the young man, whose turn of mind appeared so con- 
genial to his own, and who proved, of course, to be 
the youth he liad anticipated — Thomas Chatterton. 
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With thb gentleman, our friend is disposed to be 
somewhat communicative. He gives him a copy of 
the Biistowe Tragedy, Rowley's Epitaph upon Can- 
ynge's Ancestor, and other smaller pieces. In a few 
days afterwards he gives bim the ydUno Soil. About 
this period Mr. Barrett, a surgeon of Bristol, and a 
nian of great respectability, has undertaken to publish 
a history of Bristol, and ia anxiously collecting mate- 
rials for that work. His friends, eager to procure him 
inteUigence, fail not to apprise him of the treasure 
of ancient poems and other manuscripts relative to 
Bristol, which have been discovered in the oaken re- 
pository in RedclifFe church. Mr. Catcott hastens, 
speumena in hand, to his study. The poems are 
examined, pronounced authentic, and Cbalterton is 
introduced to the believii^ histoiian, whom he imme- 
diately supplies, not only with poems, but with ma- 
terials of the utmost value for his own work. It ia 
Mr. Barrett's purpose to collect bformation on the 
subject of the churches and public ediSces of Bristol. 
Chatterton undertakes to examine the papers of Row. 
ley for tliat purpose, and in a few days brings bim a 
true and particular account of the ancient churches of 
Bristol, which formerly occupied the sites of the 
existing structures. The historian entertains no 
doubt of the authenticity of the documents, re- 
wards his young friend with a sum of money ; 
and Chatterton, more elated than ever, goes off to 
coin his brain afresh, and invent, not only churches, 
but castles, and even palftcea. We will give the 
reader a specimen. It is ^m what he entitles 
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" Turgot'a Account of BcUtol, translated by T. Row- 
ley out of Saxon into English," anil is to be found in 
p. 31 of Barrett's History of Bristol. 

" Sbct. II. or TuKooTui.— StFBiige M It ntie (MB that 
tlurt were WallcB to Badcleite, yet fnlle true jtte ii, twyugc 
tLe WsllcB of Brigbtryctu pallace, and In own dales remain- 
ethe tjwre b sidbU piece Dele Eselwrnnes Tone. I eoneelTe 
not it collide be sqou'e, tho Tndjtyan to udeCh : the lohaU- 
ter« wythya the Walle had ryght« o( Telle OD the Ryver* 
Sevetne and a part of Avon. Ttiiu moeh of Raddefte Wallei. 
SiCT. III. or ToBooTuB. — Nowe to speake of Brygbtatowi, 
Jtte* Walles and Caatelle bejnge the fayrejt bayldinge, of 
ytte I ahalle speake fyrBte, lis pryndpall Etreata meete In 
forme of a Croaa. and it ■ goode patteine for the Cityel of 
ChrystyanncB. Brightricua tyrst jbnjliien the Wallea in 
faahyon allmoate Sqaer« wytha foar Gates : Elle Gate, Bald- 
vynnes or Leonardea Gate, Froome or the Water Gate, and 
Nycholas or Wa«bargha'»." — fco. Bcc. &«. 

And from time to time does he fuiniah Mr, Bar- 
rett with siDilar documents ; of such magnitude, 
moreover, that as he does not hesitate to publish 
them, they occupy no inconsidetable portion of hia 
targe quarto volume, a work otheiwise of consider- 
able value and research.* 



In the fjut atoge of hU deplanhle higtory, when he betook bimHlf to 
wridng ill Lb« polidcaJ JDuroalB of the time. Li^ Bo many aijxe, Uld 
BO man J noW) he appaan to have done it in (he characeei and in the 
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But what are we to saj to all this — tbb duping 
and deceiving, this inventing of pedigrees and histo- 
ries ? The fabrication of the poems, the mere poems 
of Rowley, must be forgiven him. No one wets in- 
jured, no one was defrauded. " It must indeed," 
says Thomas Campbell, "be pronounced improper 
by the general law which condemns sll falsifications 
of tiistary; but it deprived no man of his famei 
had no sacrilegious interference with the memory of 
departed genius ; it had not, like Lauder's imposture, 
any malignant motive, to rob a party or a country of a 
name which was its pride and ornament." Sir Wal- 
ter Scott's testimony is scarcely so favourable. " I 
fear," be says, "the original source of the inconsis- 
tencies of Chatterton's conduct and character was in 
that inequality of spirit with which Providence, as in 
mockery of the most splendid gifls of genius and 
fancy, has often conjoined them. This strange dis- 
order of the mind, often confounded by the vulgar 
with actual insanity, of which perhaps it is a remote 
shade, is fostered by the workings of an ardent imagi- 
nation, as it is checked and subdued by mathematical 
or philosophical research. I cannot regard the im- 
posture as of an indifferent or harmless nature." 
Southeyt on the contrary, expresses it as his opinion, 
that "the deception might most assuredly have been 
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begun and continued without the slightest sense of 
criminal it J in Chatterton." And a writer in the 
Edinba^h Review lemarks, " The pretended anti- 
quity of hia poems haa been denounced as a crime 
gainst truth, with all the solemnitj' with which 
Anauias's lie is quoted from Scripture. The word 
'forgery' does not apply to such an innocent decep- 
tion." " Posterity," Mr, Britton feelingly obaenres, 
" may be excused, if, forgetting his errors in the 
contemplation of his Delected state and youthful 
sorrows, it speak only of his genius." Nor must we, 
though we have already cited him, forget the perora- 
tion of Campbell ; " When we conceive the inspired 
boy transporting himself in im^ination back to the 
days of his fictitious Rowley, embodying his ideal 
character, and giving to ' ury nothing a local habita- 
tion and a name,' we may forget the impostor in the 
enthusiast, and forgive the falsehood of his reverie for 
its beauty and ingenuity.*' • 

■ Thfa biogmpher mutt be pardDned^ It. in Chfi fonn of ji nota, hs 
«iiligl ODDlher quoUtlon, in adifitiflTi to the mmj oitod nbora : — 

tai^Ti'i'rBM*^j1racJ/mar>l"']iJr>l^^*ad''it'"difBcfrtUi%>rW 
them In <.ui enqnirj-wei, or wonld b.ye bwi.. I, for on., cuinol help 
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But a wide difference between the pseudo-poet 
and the pretended historian. Heartily, for the fait 
fame of Thomaa Cbatterton, is it to be wished that 
he liad never met with BaTiett, or that Barrett, as he j 
aTternatds did, bad offended him at the first outset. 
The Bu^um pedigree, also, though innocent compa- 
ratively—as it duped only a silly, ostentatious indlvi' \ 
dual — with thia fabrication and falsification of history 
for pecuniary motives, is too serious a deception to 
be passed silently over. But let us be sparing of 
blanie, at least, till we have rightly unravelled the 
mysteries of bis character, and have seen how far the 
passion of imposing upon the credulity of his fellows 
made up the Lifb, the Bbinq (without which be 
could not be) of this extraordinary boy. " For the 
Past is all holy to us; the Dead are all holy, even they 
that were base and nicked while alive. Their base- 
is and wickedness was not Theg, was but the heavy 
and unmanageable Environment that lay round them, 
with which they fought unprevailing ; they (the ethe- 
real god-given Force that dwelt in them, and was 
their Self) have now shuffled off that heavy Envin 
ment, and are free and pure: their life-long Battle, 
go how it might, is all ended, with many wounds o 
with fewer ; they have been recalled from it, and the 
once harsh jarring liatlle.Geld has become a ^lent 
awe-inspiring Golgotha, and Field of God!"* Alasl 
was Chatterton then, so " base and wicked ?" He 



jDAn far ■ ohiucli yud, " 

Paul. loblliuti. 
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only a bo; ; who shall aa,j, bad his pride permit- 
ted him to live, bow triumphantly hereafter he would 
have asserte'd his dignity of character, when expe- 

ice had taught him the value of truth, and the 
security of virtue ? 

This introduction to Catcott and Barrett seems to 
have elevated Chatterton in his own importance. His 
Bister's testimony is — 

'* He vonld oftep apeiik la great nptores of the nndoobtcd 
lOGcesa of his plan for fatnre life. Hia ambition incKaflfld 

that for days together he would say hot Tery little, aod appa. 
ently by coaetraint ; at other times exceedingly cheerfsl, 
Vhen in spirits he nould eojoy his rising tame ; confident of 
idiancement, he wonld promise my moCfaer and me shoold be 
partakers of his succebb. Mr. Barrett lent him many books 
ou snrgerj, and I believe he bought many more, a« I remem- 
ber tn have packed them op to send to him whea in Londoa. 
and no demand was ever made for them- About tbis time be 
wrote Beveral satirical poems. He began to be uolversaHj 
known among the yonng men. He had many cap acijnaiii- 
tances, bat I am confident bat few IntimateB." 

For some time he continued to be very communi- 
ive on the subject of Rowley. " He was always," 
says Mr, Smith, one of his intimate companions, 
" extremely fond of walking in the fields, particularly 
in Bedcliffe meadows, and of talting about these 
manuscripts, and sometimes reading them there. 
* Come, (he would say,) you and I will take a walk 
in the meadow ; I have got the cleverest thing for you 
imaginable — it is worth half-a-crown merely to have a 
sight of it, and to hear me read it to you.' When we 
arrived at the place proposed, he would produce his 
parchment, shew it me and read it to me. There 
9 one spot in particular, full in view of the church. 
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in which he seemed la take a peculiar delight. He 
would frequently lay himself down, fix his eyes upon 
the church, and seem as if he were in a kind of 
trance. Then on a sudden, and abruptly, he would 
tell me, ' That steeple was burnt down by lightning : 
that was the place where they formerly acted plays.'* 
Hia Sundays were commonly spent in walking alone 
into the country about Bristol, as far as the duration 
of daylight would allow ; and from these excursions 
be never fuled to bring home with him drawings of 
churches, or of some other objects which had im- 
pressed his romantic ima^nation." 



pedSB: dequtbuB 100 pedea bude per fulm^a dejecti.' p. L?l)- Ae (hs 
only hLltOTJ Ed which (hii Ei mentEDiied came out ott«z the dejttb of 

have come from one of thcmmnascripuor RowU;. Rovley LAiulhaYe 
been Ln lomH dfl^nra an eje-witaeas o( the eTBDt ; but Chattertoa had 

mfttion horn Uial quirler i tor no see pb«( IBat tUtmluTM to bt kad^ — 

in Brlitol, ■ Mr. Kiut, whom ChatterMn ucd (d (fail, bung aprialoT 
St M«T7 BedcEiffe cbuich. engraved by Toms from a drawing bj Wil- 
Uim HiUMnny, ud pabliibed In ihe yeu 1718, leier. ^eare befon 
CbMNrtao'i bblh, nndernsatli which Is the following Lciciiptiaii ; " Tbii 

reign of King Edward ^°flnt. In Ihe'reM^IMC,' the sieepla'Vthe 

1 did much dumage to the some, but •■• bj Mr. Wm. Cwiyngs. ■ 
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The repeated sums of money which he obtained 
from Messrs. Catcott and Barrett enabled him to 
have frequent recourse to his old friends, the circula- 
ting libraries. From those gentlemen, too, he pro- 
cured several volumes; from Mr. Barrett especially, 
many on surgery. He became a frequent purchaser 
moreover, as he acknowledges in his 'will' ; but, dis- 
contented with the amount of the sums bestowed on 
hiro, he is said to have exclaimed against the paru- 
mony of hia patrons, who * dribbled * their rewards ir 
shillings and half-crowns. 

Indeed, neither Catcott nor Barrett seem to have 
* been regarded by him with deference. The reader of 
his Acknowledged Poems will remember numerous 
instances in which the former gentleman falls under 
his Issh. But, when "the fit" was on him, that he 
""spBred neither friend nor foe," was his own confes- 
sion. Perhaps his sincere opinion of them both is to 
be found in the fallowing lines of his " last Will and 
Testament -." — 

•• Catcott, for thee, I know thy heart is good, 
But, ah I thy merit's seldom understood ; 
Too bigoted to whimsies, -which tb; youth 
ReceiT'd to TeDerate sg Gospel trath, 
Thy friendship nerer could he dear to me, 
Since all I am is opposite to thee. 
If ever obligated to thy porBe, 
Rovley discharges all— my first chief cnrae I 
For had I ncTer known the antique lore, 
I ne'er had ventnr'd from my peaceful shore, 
To be the wreck of promises and hopes, 
A Boy of Learning, and a Bard of Tropes ; 
But happy in my hnmhle sphere had moved, 
Untroubled, unsuspected, unbelov'd. 
To Barrett next, he Itas my thanks sincere, 
For all the little knowledge I bad here. 
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Bat vhatwsi knovled^? Ccnld It here ntceeed, 
Wlien Bcarcel^ twenty in the town can rend ? 
Conld knowleil^ bring in Intereat to maintHin 
Tbi wild eipenses of ■ poet't br^n ? 
I thank thee, Barrett—thy adrice was right. 
Bat 'twas ordained by fate that I ahoold vrite. 
Spite of the pradence of thia prudent plnce, 
I wrote my mind, nor hid the auUior'a face." 

It b certain, at tbe time when Mr. Catcott first 
became acquainted with Chatteiton, that the norks 
now knowQ as the Rowley poems were either in exis- 
tence, or were so far matured in Chatterton'a mind ae 
to enable bim to speak confidently of them. During 
the first conversation which Mi. Catcott held with 
him, he enumerated the titles of most of the poems 
which afterwards appeared. He confessed, moreover, 
that he bad destroyed several ; and a nearly com- 
pleted tragedy, called " The Apostate," was seen by 
Mr. Catcott, but Is now nowhere to be found. To 
this production Mr. Bryant makes atlusioa in bia 
'Observations.' "The subject of it," he tells us, 
"was the apostatizing of a person from the Christian 
to the Jewish faith." " A small part," says Dr, Gre- 
gory, "has been preserved by Mr. Barrett;" and a 
writer ao late as 1635 asserts that a portion of it was 
printed by that gentleman in his History of Bristol. 
Four lines only, in a note to the " Parliament of 
Sprytes." It may, however, turn up some day, if 
not actually destroyed. 

Whether he was ofiended by the repeated exami- 
nations, to which he was subjected, on tbe score of 
the original parchments, and the multiplied entreaties 
that be would produce them, or whether he was dis- 
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gusted with the paltry sums nfth which hi* patrons 
requited his Bervicea, is uncertain ; but he soon be- 
came suspicious and reserved) made fewer communU 
cations on the subject, and exhibited no more parch- 
ments, or fragments of Rowley's handwriting. 

In the meantime his peculiarities were remarked 
by all who were thrown into contact with him. His 
pride was eicessive. For days togelber he would 

[^ly utter a word. He would enter and quit his 

ter's house without deigning to address a single 
inmate ; would occupy his stool at the office in rigid 
silence, noticing the observations of his fellow-clerks 
only with a supercilious, sarcastic smile of contempt. 

It was the general impression that he was going 
lad. His fits of absence were remarkable. " 
would often look stedfastly in ■ person's face without 
speaking, or seeming to see the person, for a quartet 
of an hour or more." So says one of his companions ; 
but perhaps for a quarter of an hour we should read 
five minutes. Some considered him dull, stupid, and 
sullen.* Yet Dr. Gregory asserts that " his pride, 

Tbej irere dlBgiuted with bli prldp. which vm 4 cDoulouiiicii ol 
pT««nlaBDO« of ftbUitlM. Mr. Capel, ft brothflr*ppiviit1cB Ip thv lame 



He deapiwd 1 
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\rhich peihaps should rather be termed the strong 
consciousness of intellectual excellence, did not de- 
stroy bis afiability. He was always accessible, and 
rather forward to make acquaiutance than apt to 
decline the advancea of others. Tbere is reason 
however to believe," he continues, " that the in- 
equality of bis spiiits affected greatly hb babaviour in 
company." 

There is extant a curious document in Chatter- 
in's handwriting, which there is ground for sup- 
posing he actually sent to Mr. Catcott, with a view 
of extorting money from him. Before we pass judg- 
ment upon it, however, we should remember that 
Chatleiton had presented that gentleman with the 
most valuable productions of his pen, and that they 
were received and treasured by him as "a creation 
from the old ages." We must further remember that 
he afterwards disposed of them to Messrs. Payne and 
Co., the London booksellers, for fifty pounds ; so t 
he might have liquidated the debt, and obtained "the 
executors " receipt in full, without doing himself any 
Tioient injury ot injustice, 

■ Mr. O. Catcott 

To the Eiort. of T. RDwley . 
'Tn pitaaurerccii in readt hts 1 f, . , 



i* 
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There is some levity in this, but it may easily be 
pardoned — " the Isbourer is worthy of bis hire," — and 
the sum after all is not so very exorbitant. But 
Mr. Oalcott determined otherwise, and allowed the 
account to ' stand over.' 

In the meantime he was not indolent, but, as we 
might say, was rather actively employed. Mr. This- 
llethwaite has drawn a vivid picture of his eng^e- 
menls and pursuits at this period. 

' ' Oae day he mi^ht be foond busily cmplayed in the Stndy 
of heraldry and EDgliah nntlquitiei ; the nait discovered him 
deiply eiig!^:ed, eoafounded, imd perplexed amidat Che sabtle- 
ties of metaphysical dlaqaiaitlon, or lost and bewildered ia the 
abstruse labyrinth of matbematicBl researches ; and these In 
an Instant again neglected and thrown aside to malie room for 
music and astronomy, of both which sciences his linowledge 
was entirely confined to theory. Even physic was not without 
a charm to allure bis imaginatioo, and bewooldtalk of Galen, 
Hippocrates, aad Parieelsns, with all the confidence onJ 



He must needs ieam Latin, 



borrowed from Mr. Barrett's library, Benson's Saxon 
Vocabulary, and Skiimer's Etymologicon Anglican*, 
of which the interpretations are in Latin, and were 
consequently unintelligible to the Bristol charity-boy. 
But being dissuaded from the attempt by one of his 
friends, on account of the alleged difficulty of ac- 
quiring, by self-inslrnction only, anything like a 
competent knowledge of that language ; at the re- 
commendation of the same friend he devoted himself 
for a. few days to French, which he then, with his 
usual versatility, abandoned. The Benson and Skin- 
ner were returned to Mr, Barrett with an eipression 
of disappointment; and Kersey and Bailey, more 
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IX. LIFE or CHATTERTOlf. 

suitable for his purposes, were applied to with gieater 
diligence than ever. 

Through Mr. George Catcott he obtaiaed an in- 
troduction to his brother, the Rev. Alexander Cat- 
t, an acquuntance the young bard was very vain 
of. Indeed he would f^n have persuaded his asso- 
tes that he was so neceasary an assistant to the 
clergyman's pursuits — which ]were something in his 
own line — that he could not be dispensed with ; and 
he made it a boast, that he had access wheneTer he 
pleased to the parson's study. Chattertoii sometimes 
shot with the long bow, and he is s^d to have done 
so when he made this assertion. They got on very 
well however, and were very good friends, though 
: their friendship did not prevent the shafts of Chat- 
' lerton's ridicule from aiming at hb reverend patron, 
and making somewhat too free with his name. But 
he made him amends, and even spoke of him at other 
times with fondness. Mr. Catcott had written a work 
to prove the truth of the scriptural account of the 
Deluge. Numerous are the hits at that performance 
which are scattered through Chatterton's satires. In 
his " Kew Gardens" he is more than usually tolerant: 



And the apology in his * Will,' is, as Dr. Gregory ob- 
serves, " the best recompense he had in his power to 

" I ItHVe the Reverend Hr. Catcott some littlo of my free- 
thinking, that he maYpnt dd spectaclea of reason, iind gee bow 
Tilely he Is duped ia believing the Seriptorei literally. I wish 
he and hla brother George would know bow far I am tiieir i 
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enemy, Iml I htae on mlwjty my i^ railltrf, and wifli thi 
ilrong fit of taiirt « upon. «« / (pare iMl(A«r /rimi nar /«. 
This u my aicme for what 1 bsTe Mid of tbem clacwhen." 

" We hardly know whether to laugh or grieve," 
remarks Sir Walter Scott, " when Chatterton re- 
proaches Catcott, down whose throat he had cram- 
med the improbable tale of Rowley, with gross credu- 
lity because he was a believer in revelation." 

Before we take leave of these gentlemen, one cir- 
cumstance must be mentioned. George Catcott, as 
before stated, was a pewterer by trade, and partner to 
Butgum, the man of pedigree notoriety, 'a presump- 
tuous, vulgar, ignorant fellow, who boasted of his 
ancestry.' Will the reader pardon Chatterton his 
impudent but amusing hoax, when he is informed that 
this Bnrgum defrauded his partner of all the property 
he possessed, £3000? I wish we could release him 
with as little blame from the graver charge of invent- 
ing histories for Barrett.* 

So much then up to his sixteenth year ; though 
as yet he has been only conning his part, which be 
will play finely presently, when he has a freer stage, 
and is not hampered by side-scenes and foot-lights. 
After all it is only a melodrame, and no complete 



Brinol,tinnCli»ti«it[QB'itilnill7,ftir'fliegiilr— '—"■---- "■' 



eat. 1 mHj, porhapa, he pardoned for uckingi 
iDg Ait boot. Oliae**nlagitWHtllI1ni(olrelei] 
fid upi>n tha public *' th* (luedy of Vordgerj 



.., Bl l«»f, ftcilnillet of all the TKi- 

ima wkje in vhlsh goni Qiuen B«h nod Will Shdupeue have auU- 
giapbed tbelr DiuneB. ThiibonkwilllEiTeTernnnuii igreit cuiiuilT. 
— Ua. Blca*>D Skite, im Ou OnHtmaWi MagaUna, Die. ISM. 
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tragedy : it would never be licensed as such by the 
Lord Chambeilain. 



Corresponds toith Dodsley and Wa^fole on tie sulgect 
of the Roailey Poems. 
We may suppose that by thb period the crea- 
tion of Kowley was nearly, if not all, completed- 
How long this shadowy lenown might hare con- 
tented Cliatterton, had he met tiith the success he 
anticipated, it is difficult to determine. Whether, 
from under the supposititious mantle of Rowley, he 
might still have continued to hoodwink the wotid; 
or whether, casting aside the ' simulacrum, or ghost- 
defunct' of a poet, he would have stepped forth and 
cried, Lo ! I am Ciesar I and gathering up his monkish 
habiliments, have burled them back into the shadow 
of deep nigbt, can only be matter for conjecture. For 
indeed he seemed little ambitious of his own renown, 
and preferred the applause showered upon Rowley to 
the astonishment that might have greeted Chatterton. 
And hence, in this acting of a dual part, arises the 
great difficulty of rightly estimating bis character. 
For, in that unit of a body— that Cliatterton, that one 
might see, and note, and laugh at — there dwelt, pro- 
perly, two souls : a solution of which difficulty the 
Pythagoreans may assist us to. Into a still-bom 
body, in that year 1427, must the soul of Rowley 
have been infused, and, being speedily ejected from 
its scarce possessed lodgings, must have wandered for 
more than three centuries through infinite nothing- 
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nesB, till it haply gtnmbled upon the embryo into 
which had fth-eady stru^led the soul of a BriBlol 
charity-boy. For, be positive, two souls there were 
— how they got there let others determine — uneasily 
occupying that corporeal teQeinent> which fighting in 
its nurse's arraa, was carried to Redcliffe Cburcfa, and 
named Thomas Chatterton. 

But, leaving it to the reader to solve the difficulty 
as he pleases, we find that we are now arrived at 
one of the most important eras of Chatterlon's life. 
He had grown ambitious to appear in print, and here 
again not in the proper person of his one self, Chat- 
terton, but of his other self, Rowley. To compass 
this end he made application to Dodsley, the noted 
publisher, in the following letter : — 

copies of Bevoral ancient poems ; and an interlude, 
:he oldest diamatic piece eitaat, wrote b; one Row. 
ptiest ia Bristol, obo liTed in tbe reigns of Heai; the 
Vltb, and Edward the IVtb. If these piece* will be of serT" - - 
to Tou, at your command, copies shall be sent to yon by, 
■• Yonr most obedient servant, 
"D. B. 
"Please to direct for D. B., to be left with Mr. Thomas 
CbatUrtoD, Rfldctifle Hill, Bristol. 

" For Hr. J. Dedakg, boohelkr. Poll Mall, Londm." 

It is supposed that the bibliopole returned no answer. 

To correspondents of small notoriety, publishers are 

10 uncourteous. In less than two months Chatterton 

addressed him again. 

" BritM, Feb. 15, 1788. 
"Sib, 

" Haiing iDtelligence that the tragedy of -Gila 
was iu being, after a long and laborione search, I was so 
happy as to attain a sight ot it. Struck with the beanties of 
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it,ltt 

the pretccit passeuor atuolutclr deoics to gnt ne odc odIcu 
I giTc him * gniTiea (or a considnatioii. As t am nnsble to 
procnre such il Bnia, 1 made Hcanh for another copy ^ bat an- 

~ •-■•- Unwilling auch a beaateons piece ibaold be 

aade bold to apply to yon : several geutlem 
learning, vbo hsye seen it, join with me in praising it. 
hr from having any meneuary. views for myself in this aff^, 
and, Tas I able, would print It at mj own riique. It is a 
perfect trs^edT ; the plot clear, the Inngoaizs ■pirited, and the 
songs (interspersed in it) ue flowiog, poetical, and elegantly 
.< — 1. . 4.V. .i™iii., jndicionsly applied, and, thongh wrote 
iry the Vlth, not Inferior to many of the 
present age. If I can procure a copy, with or wlChont tha 
gratification, it shall be immediately sent to yon. The motive 
that actuates me to do this is, to convince the world that the 
monks (of whom aome have so despicable an oyinion) w... 
not aach blockheads as generally thoaght, and that good 
poetry might be wrote in the dark days of anperstltior ~- 
well as in these more enlightened ages. An immediate ai: 
will oblige. I shall not receive yonr favour as for myself, bat 
M your agent. — I am, sir, your most obedient servant. 

" TaoUAs Cbattkbtoh. 

" P. S.— My reason for eoocealing my name was, leat my 

Bter (who is now out of town) should see my letters, and 

think 1 neglected his buslnesa. Direct for me on Redcliffe 

Hill." 

Then came an extract ^m the tragedy, bf way of 
Specimen ; and the letter concluded with thb n 

"The whole contains about one thousaod lines. If it 
■honld not suit f on, I should be obliged to you K you would 
calenUte the expenses of printing it, as I will eadcsTOi; ' 
publlah it by lubscripdon on my own accoont. 
" Far Mr. Jama Dodileo, 

•• Boolaelltr, Fall MaU, Lmdm." • 
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It ie generally thought that Chatterton likewise re- 
ceived no ansner to thb second letter ; — 1 must say 
that I am of a difFerent opinion. In his letter to 
relation Stephens he speaks of Dodsley as his corr 
pondent ; and notwithstanding all the romance of that 

stle, a vein of truth runs through his account of the 
aSMi with Walpole, and I see therefore no reason 
question the accuracy of his other statement. But of 
course the scheme failed. Fuhlishers do not remit 
the purchase-money for a copyright uDtil they have 
the guidpro quo in hand. And a tragedy too, of the 
age of Henry Vlth I A perfect tragedtf, the plot 
clear, the language spirited, and the tongs fiowing, 
poetical, and elegantly eimpk. And this on t' 
word of an unknown corresfKindent, whose 'mastt 
might think he neglected his 'business.' There w 

so much shrewdness in this manceuvre of Chat- 
terton's to obtain a guinea, as might have been ex- 
pected from him. 

And now !t was, that defeated in his application 
) Dodsley, he conceived the project of opening a 
correspondence with Horace Walpole — Lord Orford, 

man of eminence and high standing, both in lite- 
rature and the world. And here he went to work 

a different manner, as suited to the altered rank of 
the party on whom he intended to practise. He co 
menced with this letter, and manuscript : — 



il ctllBi " Hhgmood'l LsndoD H<k<11u}," 
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" CHATTERTON. 



may be of seniee to Ton. in aaj tabat editioa of your truly 
entertaining Anecdotes of Pniating. In conectlag the mis- 
takes (If any} in the notes, yon wiJI greatly oblige, 



"Briilol, Mtireh as, Com Street." 

"^{k lE.'Sit of ^e^ndtgne (n lEnslaiiOE, itnotcnbD ^. Bobx 
lit,' 1469, foi JSUalrt eDanenQt.' 

*' Peynctyngc ynn England, haveth of onld tyme bin yn 
nse; for saieth the Roman wiTters, the BrytauQea dyd de- 
pycte theiDSelves, jn sonndrle wyse, of the fourmes of the 
BOUDC and mooue wythe tbe hearbe woade : albeytte I doubte 
theie were no skylled carvellera. The Romans be eccauoted 
of all menne of cnnnynge wylte yn peyacteynge and carvel- 
lynge; aunter theie mote iahytde theyrc rare devyces ynto 
the mynda of tbe Brytonnea ; albeytte att the commeynge of 
Hengeyst, oete appeacea to wjttenesa jt, the Kystes are rude- 
lie ycorven, and for the moste parte hnngc hepea of stonea. 
Hengeate dyd brynge ynto this reaalme heiebitughtrie, 
whyche dydde peyneteynge. Hengeate bare Bo asie' ahreed 
hie an afgod. Horsa, an horse aauleaunte, nhych eftsoones 
hys broder eke bore. Cecdyfce, a abeld adryfene.' Cuthwar, 
a shelde affegrod :^ whose enaampies were followed hie tbe 
tatter of hya ^ope, thys emproved the gentle art of peyacte- 
ynge. ■■■■-■ • ....._.. 
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f bore oT Leof, on Abthvie of Samertonne. Ocyrc' uided- 
Tborc ble Elawolf of Meccier. BlBe> border adronet an stawe 
odcUice— the aantiannte ■rmonrle of Briatone. A ecelde' 
agrefen «ai the ■rmoiuie affile Lord of Briatom Castle. 
Croaaea in mayote nomberewaa jboie, albeyt chiefei and Oder 
paitytionea was uafcnowea, notill the oynth centurie. Nor 
nag peyncteynge of sheeldea theire onlie emploie, oallea male 
be Mene, vhereyu ja auDtianntc Saionne peyoteynge ; uid 
the eanellyngB maie be seene yn imageies atte Keyoeahame, 
PuckUchyrche, and the caatel; albeyt larjcene thanelife, theid 
bee of feeytjie hoodie varke. Affleredua was a peyncter of the 
eighth ceatarie, bya dresae bee ynne menne, a loage albaa, 
''—ced wyth twayue of azure gyidles ; labeltes of redde clothe 
e hia aime and flatted beaier nponae the heade. N"'' 
Aylward in tenthe ceolurie ycoryen longe paramentes ; wj 
"ute, of reddfl nponne ponrplcT *yth gould beltea and dukalle 
ouronoea heinge reins offloreated goulde, Afflem apeynr*- 
Ted ynae the reygnn of Edmonde ; whane, as storie aaje 
laa fyrat bronghle ynto Englande, the counyage myaterii 
teineynge glaaie, of vfaich he was a notable performer : 
is worke maie bee scene atte Ashebyme, aa eke at the m, 
ter ehauneele of Seyncte Bede, vhych doethe repreaeat* 
Seyacte Warbnrghe to whose honoure the mynstere whylome 
haa bin dedycated. Of hys lyfe be fiille majnt accountes. 
Goeynge to partea of the loade bee waa taken bit th* Danea, 
and oarryed to Denmarquei there to bee forslai^en hie Bhott« 
of arrone. Inkarde, a soldyer of the Danea, waa to slea hym ; 
— e the aete before the feeste of deathe bee found Afflen tr 
hys hmder, Afllryghte ehayoede uppe bye aoole, Ghaate- 
ae dvelled yn hia breaste. Oscarre, the greate Dane, gave 
b hee ahulde bee foralagen, with the oommeynge sunne, no 
tearea coulde atidle, the mome cladde yn roabea of ghSBtneas 
as come ; whan the Danique kynge beheated Oscarre, to 
xaye hia knyghtes eftaoooes, for varre : ARlem was pBt yn 
theyre flyeynge bsttailea, save his conotric cnacooeed vyth 
'--inen, hajlde hya wyfe ande cbjldreoe broghten capteevea to 
i ahyppe. and was deieynge wytbe aorrowe, whanne the 
de blatamite wynde hnrled the battyle agaynat an heck. 
' fiaaghte wythe emboUeynge wavea, he aawe hys broder, 
yrjlt, and cbyldrenne aynke to deathe : hlmsetfe «aa throven 
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DDiiB a bank ynas Ills of WygliU, to lyvi hy« Ijfs forgardt to 
alle CDUDOrte : thaa maehsforAflcni. John,'* tecond abbatte 
of Seyaetc Auitjn myasterre, mil the fynto Englyabe payn- 
stere inoylcB ; of hym ban I layde la oriere placet relateyo^ 
to his poeiiea. Be dyd vryte a boke of the Praportlone nf 
Imageries, vheref nne he ssleth tbe Suonnei dfdde throwe 
a mengletm-e over theyre coloures to chevie tbem from the 
weder. None methyokethe ■teinede glsue motte need no 
■yke s oaainge, hutte oile alleynp, botte albeytte ne peyncte- 
ynge nf tbe Saionnes bee in oyfe botte water, or bh vhylome 
called eau. Chatilioa, a FrenchmaDe, learned oyle peyncte. 
yuge of abbot Johne. Carrellynge ynne hys daiea gedered 
sew beaaUes, botte moitelie was wasted la email and dribelet 
places, tbe ymagerles beeyage alle eladde yane longa para- 
meatei, wbas the gloiic of a carveller shnlde bee In nagar- 
mented ymagerle, tberebie showinge the Bemblameote to 
kyode. Roberte of Glowater litgcd notte bis sprygbte to 
warre ne learoynge, bntle waa the lonne, nnder whose rales 
the flonrettcs of the field shotte into lyfe : Qilla ■ Brogtonne 
was kyndelie noticed bie himme, who depjcted notable yn 
can. Henrie a Thornton was a geaion depyetor of coaate- 
naneesi hepayneted thewalleaof masturCanynge hys bowse, 
where bee tbe councelmenDe atle dynnere ; a most dayntie 
and fetyve perfOrmaance nowe yrased beeyngs done u.cc.i. 
Henrie a Londre was a cnryons broderer of acarcea ynne 
sylver and golde and aelkea dlierse of bae. ChUdeberte West 
wu a depyctour of TCUDteaanceB. Botte above alle was the 
peyncter, John de Bobnnn, whose norke maie be seene yn 
Weatmyaater baile. Of eairellera" andoder peyncteri I shall 



!• " Tbli John wu IndncUd abbot In lh« jau 1 1M, a 
■ 29 jean. Ha wu the greateHB post of Uia Bga in wl 
uDderatood the teamed luniuei. Take a ipKimen 
KiDg KJcbaid [. 

Qumce whole .nnl» 10 Iho queodo. 
Work. Ihle wTlle jb butlle btonde. 

Whlleic thou nne Ibonderjiige unlel 
Wanlketh whole crtl^ea bale. 

Feara Sle> ipartine jaat tbe cleene, 

litj, but *> the; oil relate to Briilol, ma; not be o< 
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lale ikenafter, ffnt EnglyacbyDge from the IMjne dt 
. wytte. FejmctyDge Improvcth the mynde. and smothetb the 
ronghe face of otu sprygbtei. 

" For Bonae Walpolt, Esq. 
"To bt Irfi aith Mr, Batkoe, bookteJItr, mar Sxiter CluMgt, 
Strajid, London,^' 

With what amazement must Walpole have greeted 
the receipt of thb epistle I Heraldry introduced into 
England, by HengistI and, Achievements borne b; 
the Saxons I " Bathoe, my bookseller," writes Wal- 
pole, many years afterwards, "brought me a pacquel 
left with him. It cantoned an ode, or little poem of 
or three stanzas, in alternate rhyme, on the death 
of Richard I.; and I waa told, in very few lines, that 
it had been found at Bristol with many other old 
poems : and the possessor couid furnish me with ai 

nts of a series of great painters that had flourished 
at Bristol. Here I must pause to mention my own 
reflections. At first I concluded, that somebody 
having met with my Anecdotes of Painting, bad a 
mind to laugh at me, I thought not very ingeniously, 
1 ivas not liliely to swallow a succession of great 
punters at Bristol. The ode or sonnet) as I think 
ras called, was too pretty to be a part of the plan : 
and, as is easy with all the other supposed poems of 
Rowley, it was not difficult to make it very modem, 
by changing the old words for new ; though yet more 
difficult than with most of them. I then imagined, 
and do still, that the success of Osslau's poems had 
suggested this plan." 



ganoTHl bigCorr^ If (hv; nwy be eccepMble to 



I, ihej m M Ti 



iz=rtNGoOgle 



XC LIFE OF CHATTBRTON. 

But Walpole was courteons, and, nitbont hinting 
his Euspicions, which perhaps were not so serious as 
he would have had the world believe when it began 
to laugh at him. sent Chattercon an immediate reply, 
couched in the following terms : — 

•'Arlington Street, March 3S, 1769. 

" Sir, — I cannot but think mjself singolarly obliged, by a 
gentleman with whom I bave not the pleasure of being ac. 
quainted, wben I read your very curious and kind letter, 
which I haye this minute received. I give yon a thoniand 
thanke tor it, and for the very obliging offer you make me 
of communicating your manuscript to me. What you have 
already seat me <s valuable, and fall of information; bat, 
instead of correcting yoo, sir, yon are far more able to cor. 
rect me. I have not the happiness of uoderstaadiiig the 
Saxon language, aad withoat your learned notes, should not 
have been able to comprehend Rowley's teit. 

'■ Aa a second edttioa of mj Anecdotes was published last 
year, I must not flatter myself that a third will be wanted 
soon, bnt 1 shall be happy to lay up any notices yon will be 
ao good as to eitrnct for me, and send me at your leisure ; 
for BB it is uncertain wbea T may use them, I wonld by no 
means borrow and detain yonr MSS. 

" Give me leave to ask you, where Rowley'a poems are to 
be found. I abould not be aorry to print them, or at least a 
specimeaofthem, if they have never been printed. 

"The abbot John's verses, that you have given me, are 
wonderfol for their harmony and spirit; though there are 
some words I do not uoderataiid. You da not point oat 
exactly the time when be lived, which I wish to know ; aa I 
suppose it was loag before John al Gctry's discovery of oil 
paintlDg: if so, it confirms what I have gaessed, and have 
hinted in my Anecdotea, that oil painting was known here 
much earlier than that discovery or reyival. 

" I will not trouble you with more questions now, air ; but 
flatter myself, from the nrbaoity and politeness yoa have al- 
ready shewn me, that you will give me leave lo consult yon. 
I hope too, yon will forgive the simpliaty of my direcHon, as 
you have favoured me with none other. 

" I am, Sir, your much obliged 

and obedient b amble servant, 

" Horace Walpolb. 
••P.S.—BtiogoaimlodiricftoUT.Wa^le,Artinglaii-tlreel." 
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Chatterton allowed no time for this enlhusiasm tc 
cool. He instantly forwarded a further communica 
tion ; but unfortunately, of the letter that accompanied 
it, we have only a fragment remaining. It ia probahle 
that the mutilation took place after Walpole, at Chet- 
terton's desire, had returned the letters. In the mis- 
sing portion of this epistle, Chatterton had, with a 
generous but imprudent confidence, —rely iiig upon 
the frantncss and apparent liberality of Horace Wal- 
pole, — confessed his limited means, and deplored the 
humble sphere in which he was condemned to move. 
Then B change took place in Walpole's behaviour, 
which Chattertou always attributed to bis unfortunate 
confession. We may imagine the indignant boy, in a 
fit of mingled pride and resentment, tearing and de- 
facing the guilty document ; and charging it with the 
niin of those magnificent visions which Walpole's 
answer had raised and beautified. The remaining 
fragment is as folbws: — 

" r offer you Borne farther anecdotea and spedmetiS of 
po«try, and am, 

" Your very bomble and obedient servant, 

"Thomas Chatterton. 
" March 30, 1769, Com Streii, Brialol." 

l^iatodt of ^tenners gn lEnslantri. 



" Baveynge sayde ja oder plac 
ry»e thereof, eke of somme peyncteres ; 
snyde of odera wordie of note. Afwolde was a skyll'ed 
yo Jueynae onae of colonres ; hev lyved yo Merci^e, ) 
dales of Kya|^ Offa, aude depyrted the countenanuce of Ead- 
hnrga, his dawter, nhyche depycture beeynge borne to Bryght- 



peyncleynge and the 
tte toe be 
:d wyghte 
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jfhjj oemped.t 
inansloa at Copcabamme I b&Tc Mene s peyncteynge of mochc 
BUtiquite, where is sitteynge Eghrychte ini royaS ni - - 
wythe kynges yn chaynei at hya Tote, wythe meincte 
ble' fygures, wbyche were aymboles of hys lyfe ; and I haietli 
noted the baions to be more notable ynne lore and peyncte- 
yag« Uiann the NormaaDes, nor ya the moulea aythence the 
dues of Wtllyame le Bnatarde ao fayrelie itrokea as afbre- 
tyme. I eke haieth seene tfae Emaorie of East Sexe moit 
fetyvelie* depycted, ynn the medst of an atutyaante wall. 
Botte nowe we bee npoa pcyncteynge, gommenhntte maie bee 
saide of the poemes of these dales, whyche bee toe tbe mynde 
vhat peyncteyngfl bee toe the eyne, the coloures of the fyrsta 
besyngemodarEyD^. Ecca Byaboppe of Hcreforde yn d.lt 
a goode poete, whome I tlias Englyahe :^- 



disUntdille. ' 
raptured jDiei yi 



bys vearaea be laltbe, 

Whuin* ipryDgn came r 



(ff(d<^i. Bddan 



I hats neiei bMa huppj enough to 
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TbuiBe dydd the Sbeptur' 



Methynckethe thcae bee thooghles uotte oft to be metten 
vyth, and ne to bee eicellede ya tbejre kyode. Elomr, By- 
shD[>pe of SeUeie, wbs fetyve ja norkea of ghaatlicacBse,' for 
the whjche take yee thyg epeeche : 

Nowe maie ftUe helle open to glope thee downs, 
WllylBt uure merke ^ immeTi^d "wythfl the dhie, 

Male ADodeBDfSolflrrebenr thie Aprighle ftDDUDe,^ 

Uponoe tfale heada ft]yghie» and th^re the^re (alio apende, 
Gometh of Wales be aayde to be a wryter goode, botte I 
noderBtiinde aotte that touge. Tbas moche for poetea, whose 
poaaies do beerc ceiieiiiblBiice to pyctnree ia mie unwordie 
□pynjon. Aseeriua nas wiytcr of hystories ; he ye bnryed at 
Scyncte KeynaB College yone Keynsham wytbe Turgotte, 
HDoder wryter of hyaCoriea, lane the walle of this college ys a 
tflmbeof Seyoete Keyna" whych was ydoulvcn anie, and placed 
yone the nalle, albeit done ya the dales of Cerdyke, aa ap. 
peared hie a croaee of leade apOQ the kyste;" ylte bee moe 
notahlie performed thanmeyiile" of ymageries" of these daiea. 
Inne the ehyrohe wyndowe ya a geBaoQi'peyneteynjte of Seyncte 
KeyoB ayttyage yn a trefoliated chayrCf yaoe a loDg alhan 
braced nythe goldeu gyrdlea from the wayate apwarde to the 
breaste, over the whyche ys a amall azure coape ;'* benetbe yi 
dep/cted Galfridua, ult. nhyche coale bee that Oeoffrole who 
ybnylded the geason gaU* to Seyncte Augustyues chapele once 
leadynge. Harrie Piereie of Northomherlande waa a qnayote" 
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peyactcr; he lyvede yn u.c. aod depleted sefcralle of the 
wyndancs ynae ThonEe Abbjre, the greate nludowe atte Bat- 
ttiile Abbeie ; he depycted the tajx verie welle wythalle, botCe 
via lackeyoge yn the laost-to-bee-loked-to accouate, propor- 
e. John B Roane payncted the ahape of a hayre; he 
■ed the castle tor the shcelde of Gilherte Clare of thek" 
feytyre performBuace. Elwarde ycoroe'" the castle for the 
seal of Kyoge Harolde of mast geasoo norke ; nor has anie 
aeale sythence bynne so rare, eicepCcthe sealc of Kinge Hea- 
rie the fyfthe, conea by Josepbe Wbetgyfte. Thomas a Baker 
from coryeynge cross e loafes, tooke to corveyingof ymageryes, 
whych be dyd most fetjvelie ; he lyved yone the cittie of 
Bathe, beeynge the tyrate yn Englande, thatle used hayre 
ynne the bowe of the fyddle," faeeynge before ased nythe 
peetched hempe or flai. Thys carveUEr dyd deeaae ya ULZXi. 

" Joha was laducted abbot in the year 1146, and sat io the 

dies 39 years. As you approve of the small apecimen of hia 

poetry, I have sent you a larger, which though admirable is 

-'111 (in my opinion) ioferior to Rowley," whose worki when I 

.ve leisure I will fairly copy and aeud you." 

And with tbia document, as from the pen of Row- 
ley, came a further speciuien of Abbot John, in the 
poem on " Warre," inserted at page 304. 

The note on the antiquity of the violin is curious 
enough, and afibrds another esemplilication of Chat- 

«n's ruling passion for falsifying history. There 
be no doubt, had Horace Walpole offered to 
undertake such a work, that Rowley's pretended 
manuscripts would have been forthcoming, and that 
Chatterton would have sufiered them to be printed 



Lie of the bow to be knowne Id the Suddi, and even Inuoduced by 

""'None of BawWipiacei were ever nsde public, being, cUl the 
■wt l«3l,ihutupinlheiHMiohe.tin EedcLffe Church." 
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without throwing off the mask, or aonfessii^ the inn- 
position : supposing, al) thb time, that Walpole bad 
allowed himaelf to h»ve been deceived by them. 

But already, in the second letter only, here were 
four poets, of whom the world had never heard, res- 
cued from obhvion by Thomas Chatlerton. Rowley ; 
Abbot John ; Ecca, Bishop of Herefordi and Elmar, 
Bishop of ' Selseie.' He must have formed a liberal 
opinionof the measure of Horace Walpole's credulity, 
which perhaps was sufficiently ample, in the success 
of his former experiment, to warrant any test he 
might think fit to adminiBler in a second. 

However, Walpole declined being caught twice. 
Or, probably, Chatterton's confession, as its author 
persisted, was, after all, the real cause of tbe alteration 
—if indeed there was any, beyond a natural disincli- 
nation to be imposed upon — in Walpole's beliaviour. 
Upon reading Chatterton's statement, which, accord- 
ing to the virtuoso, was in these terms — " he informed 
me that he was the son of a poor widow, who sup- 
ported him with great difficulty ; that he was clerk o: 
apprentice to an attorney, but had a taste and tun 
for more elegant studies; and hinted a wish that T 
would assist him with my interest in emerging out 

30 dull a profession, by procuring him some place 
in which he could pursue his natural bent ;" — upon 
reading this statement, Walpole wrote to a relation, 
in old lady living at Bath, and desired her to make 
inquiries respecting Chatterton, and communicate the 
result to him. This was done, and the boy's story 
s verified, though "nothing was returned about 
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his character," on which subject Walpole had particn- 
larty requested iaformation : for, indeed, the authen- 
ticity of these extraordinary documents was being 
called in question. Walpole had comniunicated the 
poems to his friends. Gray and Mason — famous ii 
their time, and the former, artificial as he is, stL 
read and admired — who "at once pronounced them 
fo:^eries, and declared there was no symptom 
them of their being the productions of near 
distant an age ;" and " recomnieDded the returning 
them without any further notice :" but overstep- 
ping their advice, Walpole wrote another letter t 
Chatterton, in which he told bim that he had "com 
municated his transcripts to much better judges, aikd 
that they were by no means satisfied with the authen- 
ticity of his supposed MSS. :" objecting the harmony 
and structure of the versification, which indeed is 
an insurmountable objection to the antiquity of any 
of the poems produced by Cbatteiton. For the sub' 
stance of his observations, as the letter is lost, being 
probably destroyed by the angry boy, we cannot do 
better than quote Walpole's words, as be afterwards 
related the a^r iff bis own defence : — 

" Being satisfied with mj iuteUigcuee abont Chatterta 
wrote him a letter with as much kiudDeas and teDderaeag i 
I had been his guardian; for, thongh I had do donbt of 
ImpositlaDS, such a spirit of poetry breathed la bis coinage, as 
Interested me for him : nor was it a grave crime Id a jc 
bard to bave forged blse notes of hand that were to pass 
rent only in the parish of ParnaBsni. I nndeceived him abont 
Bay being a person of any interest, and urged to lum that in 
duty and gratitude to bia mother, who had straitened herself 
to breed him Dp to a profession, he ought to labour in it, tliat 
Id ber old age he might absolve hia filial debt ; and I told him 
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So Fbt, good ; but while we believe that do blame 
whatever attaches itself to Wal pole—estimating bb 
aetiott only — in his conduct towards Chatlerton, we 
must acknowledge that the above statement looks 
rather awkward when placed side by side with the 
following, which occurs in the same 'defence :' — 

" I Bhould haie bnea blammble to hia motbet. aod toeittj, 
if I had seduced an apprentice from bis master, to marry him 
te the niae mases ; aad I shonld have escouraged a piopensitr 
to forgery, vbich is not the talent most wanting cnltare in tlie 
present age. All qf the house of forgery are relaiioaa i and 
thougli it is 3nit to Chatterton'i memory to Hy, that his 
poTerty aerer made him claim kindred vith the richest, or 
more enriching branches, yet his in^nuity in coanterfeltlng 
styles, and I believe, hands, might taiily hat ltd him t» Ihnt 
mort fatUt imitalionnif pratt, promiaorn nola." 

This indeed is a ' damnatory clause i especially 
when we remember that Horace Walpole was the 
author of the " Castle of Otranto," in the preface to 
which work it is stated to have been discovered " in 
the library of aa ancient Catholic family in the north 
of England, and printed at Naples in the black letter, 
in the year 1529 ;" assuming, in fact, to be a trans- 
lation from the Italian ; and then, in the second 
edition, casting off the mask, "the author flatters 
himself he shall appear excusable for having offered 
his work to the world under the borroiced pertonage 
of a translator." So might Chatterton have appealed 
— Was not my Rowley a " borrowed personage," and 

not I therefore 'excusable?'" "Ohl ye," exclaims 
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the indignant Coleridge, coupling this fact with the 
foregoing heartless reference to the ' house of for- 
gery,' " Oh I ye who honour the name of man, rejoice 
that this Walpole is called a lord."' One fact, how- 
ever, in Walpole's favour must be borne in mind ; 
ChatlertoQ did not so appeal, but still persisted in hie 
first assertion. On the other hand, il should not be 
forgotten — nliat seems hitherto to have escaped r 

i — that Wslpole, many years afterwards, had the 
cowardice to deny the receipt of these letters which 
Chatterton bad sent him, with their history of Painters 
and Glass-stainers, and specimens of " time-shrouded 
minstrelsy," of which no other than himself was the 
"sweet harper." This the virtuoso did in a letter U 
Hannah More, dated September 17S9, immediately 
after the publication of Barrett's History of Bristol, i 
which these letters were printed for the first time, an 
made public for all the world to read, and as a likely 
consequence to ridicule the poor dupe who had 
suffered himself to be, in his own words. " so bam- 
boozled." Here runs his denial: — 









ar]BIocnc7^''^ED,l 
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■' I will not afk you aboDt the aew Ristory of Bristol, be- 
caoie yoD are too good a citizen to say a word agalnat your 
native place ; but da pray cast your eye on the prints of the 
cathedral* and caatle, the cft^ d'marra of Chatterton's igno- 
rance, and of Mr. Barrett'i too, and on two lettera, ptitetded 
to Aact ten lent to me, and ahich ntver H»re sent. If my in. 
crednlit; had wavered, they would have filed it. I wish the 
milkwoaanf would assert that Baadicea's dairymaid had In- 
vented Dutch tiles ; it would be like Chatterton'a origin of 
heraldry and painted glass in these two lettera-^ 

This was indeed cowardly, and somewhat impu- 
dent. The man of science, who had desired further 
information — had particularly enquired about Abbot 
John and the discovery of oil-painting, shrank from 
the ridicule to which he had now become obviously 
exposed. And so pitifully done — not baldly denied, — 
t^Dfhe dared not do, for he too well knew that his own 
answer was in existence, and might some day be pro- 
duced against him, — but snivelling in a letter to an 
antiquated blue-stocking. This wa^ mean enough. 

Setting alt this aside, however, and judging of 
Walpole's conduct by his actions during Chatterton's 
lifetime, ire cannot think he was to blame. Sure we 
are that there was scarcely one person living who 
would have acted otherwise had the overture been 
made to himself. Besides the recent discovery of the 
Macpherson imposition, in which Walpole was im- 
plicated, as he was one of the first entrusted with 
specimens of Ossian's fr^ments, which he implicitly 
believed, was too fresh, and too galling, to have 
allowed him to weigh calmly the merits of another 
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attempt at imposition. " I bad not," he frankly ci 
fesses, "zeal enough to embark a second time ii 
similar crusade." 

But we are forestallinji our narrative by tliese 
remarks. Upon receiving Walpole's second letter 
and after pondering upon the ad«ice it contuned, 
Chatterton wrote, in reply, the following: — 

" Si«, 

*^ T am not able to dispute witli a pci*on of yoor 

literary charaeter. I have tmoacribed Ronlej'i poems, Blc. 

tic. from a transeript in the poisearion of a gentleman who ii 
nred of their antfaenticity. St. Austin's minster was in 
stal. In speaking of painters in Bristol, I mean glaei- 
InerB. The MSS. have long been in the hands of the pre- 
t posiesior, which It nil I know of tkem. Thongh 1 am 

bnt aiiteen jetst of age, I have iiied long: enongh to see that 
erty attends literature. I am obliged to yon, sir, for yonr 
ice, and will go a little beyond it, by deitroying all my 
less Inmber of literature, and nerer niing my pen again 

but in the law. 

"lam 



As no immediate answer was returned to this, 
writer became impatient, and in us days time sent 
again:— 



lary, who is now writing the Hiatorj of Bristol, has desired 
f me ; and I should be sorry to deprive him, or the world 
Indeed, of a valuable eurioaity, which I know to be an autiuiii- 
tic piece ot antiquity. 

" Yonr very bumble (errant, 

"Tbouab Chittestoh. 
" BHttol, Cont-tiTttt, Apnt 14, 1769. 

" P.S. — If yon wish to publish them yonmlf, they are at 
your aarrlce." 
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There are two other letters to Walpole in tbe 
British Museum, one in Chatterton's handwriting, tbe 
second in that of Mr. Barrett, and both beating tbe 
samedate with tbislasl.April 14. They wereneiw«ent 
however, and the fact only shews that their author 
had not determined what at^uments Co ui^e upon the 
occasion. That in Chatterton's writing, and wbicb 
was probably the first copy, is as follows ; — 

'• For Borace Walpote, Eiq., ArtingtoH.street, Lmdaa, 
" SlB, 

"As I am nuts fully coDvinced tbat Rowley's 
papert ai<e geoaine, should be obliged to yoa if you'd send 
co\Att of tbem Co tbe Tonn and Country MagHziue. Dr retura 
them to me for that purpose ; as it would be the greateat in- 
justice to deprive tbe world of so valaable a curingity. 

" I bave seeo tbe origiaal from which tbe eitracta first 
sent yoa were copied. Tbe harmoay is cot so extraordinary, 
as Joseph lacam is altogether as harmoDious. 

"Tbe stanza Kowley writes In, iustead of being jntrodnced 
by Spenser, was in use 300 years before 

by Rowley ; altbongb I hare seen some poetry ot that age ex- 
ceed! og alliteratioos without rhyme. 

" I sball not defend Rowley's pastoral ; its merit can 

' ' Kowley was etn ployed by Canynge to go to the principal 
monasteries in tbe kingdom to collect drawings, paintiuge, and 
all tbe MSS. relating to arcbitecture : is It then so very ex- 
traordinary he should meet with the few remains of Soion 
learning ? 'Tii allowed by every bistorian of credit, that tbe 
Normans destroyed all tbe Saxon MSS., paintings. Sic. that 
fell in tbeir way ; endeavouring to suppress tbe very language. 
Tbe want of knowing wbet they were, is all tbe foundaUon 
yon can bave for styling tbem a barbarous nation. 

" If you are not satisfied with tbeae conspicuous 

tbe honour to be of my opinion. 

" Your Tery bumble and obedient servant, 

" T. Chattebton. 
" Briatot, Con-atrtel, April 14, 1769." 
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The other, of which Barrett has preserved a copyt 
run a thus : — 






other. 



the History '"'^ AntiqaitieB of the citj of Bristol, hu desired 
it of me ; and I should be very sorr; to depriie blm, or the 
world indeed, of n valoable curiosity, which I know to be an 
antbeotic piece of antiquity. HoweTcr harbarons the Saxoni 

tsdebted to Alfred, and other Saion kings, for the wisest of 
our laws, and in part, for the British Coastitation. The 
Normans, indeed, destroyed the MSS. paintings, &c. of the 
SaxoQS that fell in their way ; but some might be, aad cer- 
tainly were, recorered out of the monasteriea, Sjc. Io which 
they were preserved. Mr. Vertue cnnld Itoow lotbing of the 

Pastoral had a degree of merit that would he its own defense. 
Abbot John's verses were translated by Rowley out of the 
Greet, and there might be poetry of his age something 






a, if I 



Is ye twilij[ht. 



e alliterationa. 






ietake not, was used by Ischam, Gowei, Lad- 
loramioi;, io Anglo -SaxoD, 
"From, sir, 



'•Apra UfA. 

"As Joseph Iscam," remarks Sir Walter Scott, 
" is equally a person of dubious eKlstence with Row- 
ley, this is a curious instance of placing the elephant 
upon the tortoise." 

The silence which Walpole continued to preserve 
towards Chatterion — notwithstanding' the importu- 
nity with which the latter had urged the return of 
his manuscripts — does not tell much in his favour. 
When he received Chaiterton's letter he was about 
to set out on a journey to Paris, where, according to 
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his own stAtement, he lemained six weeks. But why 

allow three months to elapse without taking any no- 
tice of his correapoiident f In July we find Chatter- 
ton, with bis patience exhausted, writing agdri in no 
very measured terms : 

" s™, 

" I cannot recaacile your behavoar to me vith 
the DOtiona I once enlertained of joD. I tbiok myself injured, 
sir ; and did not yon know my circnm stances, you would not 
dare to treat me thus. I bave sent twice for & copy of the 
MS. — 00 answer from you. An eiplanstion, or eieoBe for 
your eilence, wanid oblige 
"Julfi i*th." " TaouAS Chattbrton. 

" Singularly impertinent I" cries Horace Walpole. 
" Dignified and spirited!" exclaims Robert Southej. 
We leave our readers, with a fair statement of the 
case before them, to decide whether Chatterton'a 
conduct WM the more insolent, or Walpole's behaTiour 
the more unjust : in Southey's words, it is thus "par- 
ticularly stated" that they may form a just conception 
of the whole of the correspondence between Mr. Wal- 
pole and the great but unfortunate ChatCerton. 

What Horace Walpole did, when he received this 
last epistle, will be best told by himself. 

" He wrote me (says Walpole, referring to the fore-men- 
tioned letter of advice) rather a peevish answer ; said he eoold 
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" Soon after 


my retarn &om Prance I received another |1 


lettCT from Chatterton, t 
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Walpole regret* that he toot no copy of Chatter- 
n's MSS. Had he done so, would such a proceed- 






An uDsucceufu] overture to I>od9l«; tbe Dotfid publisher, redqced 
birq, At whaLeTer caat to hli pride, to look out far aome penooftjf^ In 
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iiig have been strictly honourable? However, the 
world, after henping upon him alt the abuse it could 
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think of, and even charging him with baving been the 
immediate cause of the pitiable catastrophe which 
succeeded, has at length, and of its own accord, 
pardoned him, and, I believe, onlj with justice. 
That he should be made accountable for Chatterton's 
suicide, was one of the maddest and most absurd per- 
secutions ever urged against an individual. The 
proud boy held on his course, " unslacked of motion," 
for more than a twelvemonth afterwards, manifesting 
the same passion for imposing upon the credulity of 
others i nor did Walpole, during that time, nor 
after his most mournful end had awakened public 
curiosity and solicitude, hear anything more of him. 

Chatteiton, indeed, had no right to expect patron. 
age at the hands of Horace Walpole. What had he 
to do, sitting under the shadow of the great? He 
was, could be but have seen it, in a fair way of earn- 

iSecled »l(h (heir besntiei. snd night pnbablr haia eiteoded i 
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ing a respectable livelihood, — might, in no far removed 
perspective of time, have seated his mother and bb 
sister comfortably at his own board. And this too 
independent of literature, which — when he had grown 
to love honesty for its own sake — miEht have become 
to him, it not an entire crutch, at least no despicable 
walking-staff. What did he then currying patrician 
favour ; and rebuking the divine oracle that had made 
its temple within him? 

Is it not true that in the soul of every man dwell 
his only means of exertion and redress, and the cast- 
ing off ' the fardels of a weary life ;' and that worse 
than leaning upon a reed, is reliance upon another? 
" Drink waters out of thine own cistern," says Solo- 
mon, " and running waters out of thine own well." 
Chatterton could not see this: and he perished — 
perished miserably, because he could not see it. Alas! 
the poison -chalice is a desperate remedy against 
" The whips tud sionn at timi 
Tlw oppreiior'* wrong, — thi 



'b coDtDmclT." 



VII. 

Abandons his profession, and forma a resolution to 
try his fortune in London. 

His disappointment in the afiair with Walpole did 
not improve Chatterton's temper. The irksomeness 
of his profession, and the disgust which he had con- 
ceived for its restraint, continued to increase ; and 
he soon came to the determination, at whatever risks, 
to abandon it altogether. The treatment and pa- 
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tronage which he had received from his nati»e city— 
in the very bosom of hia friends — he resented, as in- 
sufficient for his merits ; and he began to cherish hjr- 
pochoDdriacAl notions, and a general contempt for 
the human race. His powers of satire, too, which be 
wielded at random, wounding alike friend and foe, 
I with weapons handled, in either case, with equal 
malignity and skill, had brought him into disgn 
and singled him out as an object for resentment. He 
related to one of bis intimate friends, that going one 
evening after dark over the drawbridge, he was sud- 
denly knocked down with a blow dealt him by some 
powerful assailant. He was stunned at first, but on 
recovering his senses, he found hia adversary renew- 
ii^ the attack, and exclaiming with oaths, that "he 
would spoil his writing-arm." Chatterton called loudly 
for the watch, and his assailant took to flight ; ni 
was the poet aware by whom he had been thus aj 
saulted.* 

His religious opinions, moreover, — if indeed he 
id ever been impressed with any such,^had n 
declined, and he began to talk infidelity, and to wi 
it. That an intellect like bis should at some time 
other have been overtaken by doubts, was only to 
expected. The greatest minds and the best of men 
have ever been thus tried. Perhaps for their after- 
guidance such misgivings are not wholly unneces- 
: and always must they induce pity, and never 
contempt. The "Philosophy of the Garden " is not 
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the worst, though for minds other than the strongest, 
most dangerous knowledge we can acquire. Under 
the porch, where its schoolmen teach, at some st^e 
or other, we must all sit, except perhaps the mere 
foolish, who would include anything in their blind 
belief, and who are only Christians because they are 
it Pagans. We believe Shelley — warring all his life 
agiunst the abute of religion — to have been the mo^t 
religious of all men. There are many who cannot un- 
derstand this, and to such will offence come. These 
, not with the eye of faith, but with the fleshly 

It is to be hoped at least of Chatterton, that he 
i sincere in his disbelief; for an affectation of scep- 
ticism is of all vices the most odious, though unfortu- 
lately not the most uncommon. In his writings he 
strove rather against the hypocrisy of professors, than 
against religion itself; he ridicules the Pharisee, but 
'er the publican. His antique poems are uni- 
formly of an exalted moral, and not unfrequently of a 
devotional character. In extenuation of his offence, 
be it remembered that he was ■ literally and strictly' a 
boy ! and let his accusers, who would be first to cast 
a stone at him, question of themselves what were their 
own religious principles, 'and whether they had any' 
in their schoolboy era, at the age of sixteen. 

Dealing with Chatleiton's life, from this period till 
its most melancholy termination, we have many dif- 
ficulties to encounter. "Few subjects of composi- 
tion," says Sir Walter Scott, " equally affecting or 
elevating can ever occur, when we consider the 
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strange ambiguity of his cbaractei. his attainments 
under circumstances incalculably disadvantageo 
and his wish to disguise them under the name 
another , his high spirit of independence, and the 
ready versatility with which he atooped to the mei 

t political or literary drudgery ; the amiable and 
interesting affection which he displays towards his 
family, with a certain looseness of morality which 
approaches to profligacy, — a subject uniting so strong 
an alternation of light and shade." Hoarding these 
'conflicting elements' of his deposition in a generous 
and sympathising spirit, many of his admirers have 
endeavoured to excuse his failings, and at once to 
account for them by urging the plea of insanity,~^a 
vidtation which is likely to have been too true, and 
which is strongly countenanced by the fact that there 
were decided symptoms of such a malady in his fa- 
mily. His sister was placed under restraint, and her 
own child was subject to frequent fits of mental 
aberration. " A key," remarks his generous friend 
Southey, " to the eccentricities of bis life, and the 
deplorable rashness of his death."" 



nd character o( Chatterton 



• Scott laments thai the life 

have never been drawn by the " 

ooately there is no biograpbj of Chatterton, worthy of the 
..ame, in existence. That by Dr. Gregory is nboUy unnor- 
thy of the writer ; it Is meagre of facts, and affords us searcely 
one opportunity of judging of the poet, or of deciding Id whet 
partienlar he differed ftom the herd of ordinary mortals. The 
Doctor expresses no opinion of his own, hnt leaves for the 
reader the euiniuary of his scanty evidence. 

'M the recently published Life by Dii, It may be as 
to slate, that there is little new in the work be- 



Among the papers of Chatterton, preserved in the 
British Museum, there occurs the following curious 
documenl — being his boasted articles of Faith — nrit- 

side the appendices. That by Mr. Tyson, signed S., is im- 
portant. Of tbe IJfe by Chalmera, •> the hack oT Qrub-street 
(or many a long year," ■we ahaJI not apeak onrselves ; but, 
by vay of evidence, append a reTiew ftom the hand of a 
writer, who, as Lord Byron can well Btteat, had the power, 
when he so pleased, to castigate smartly. The memoir of 
Chatterton, by a person named Davis, which may occasionally 
be picked up for a few pence at the bookstalls, is in every re- 
apect beoeath critidsm. 

if Chatlerton ii wiitlsn la Iba spirit of phatiule 
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ten apparently about this period of his life, and (I 
believe) never before published. 

" nie Artitlft 0/ the BeUrf af mt, I^nwii Chalterten. 

" That God being laeompreheasible, it is not required of ni 
to know tlie myst^ea of tiie Trinity. 

" That it mattcre not wtietlier a mu) is a FagBn, Tnrli, 
Jew, or Christian, If lie acts accordiDg to tbe rel^ioa lie pro- 
fesuB. 

■'ThatlfamanlMdi a good moral life, he is a Christian. 

"That tlie stage le the best school of morality:— and 

"That the Chaich of Rome (some tricks of prieslerafl ex- 
cepted) la certainly the true Chnrcb. 

"Tbohas Chapmrton." 

It is written on a fragment of foolscap paper, much 
soiled and worn, apparently from having been long 
carried in tbe pocket. I thin): it requires no corn- 
He had, some months since, commenced a corres- 
idence with the London periodicals. Tbe first 
ice to be found respecting bis contributions is in 



■lighlett le 



ChaCUrtDD, which Ihii hiogripher thinka it will not b* puiib^e lo ^ 
petuHLf, Mr- C-'l DplolOD will uerer b« wekffhed So (he acalc BBaicgE It. 
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the * Town and Country Magazine,' for November 

IT6B, where, among tbe notices to cotrespon dents, 
occurs the following—" D. B. of Bristol's favour will 
he gladly received;" and lo this periodica) in particu- 
lar Duaelmua Brittoliensis became a'large contribU' 
tor. We subsequently find hira writing for the Free- 
holder's Magazine, the Political Roister, tbe London 
Museum, Ibe Gospel Magazine — which be calls "r 
thodistical and unmeaning," and adds, " For a whim 
I write in it" — tbe Court and City Journal, tbe Mid- 
dlesex Journal,' &c. : and all this while, poem after 
poem, and satire after satire, with loyal articles for 
the ministry, and flaming invectives for the opposi- 
tion, and glees and aongs and catches for the public 
gardens, and light squibs for the daily papers, and 
frotby abuse, and furioua tirades for any hirelbg pub- 
lisher that would engage him, were pouring forth 
from this " pen of a ready writer." Perhaps, in the 
whole history of literature, there is scarcely a similar 
instance of untiring industry. 

It is hard to refrain from smiling, when, as in \ 
following instance, we find our Boy-Bard, gravely 
and with the utmost composure, addressing person- 
ages of far- removed dignity, and with a nod and wave 
of bis band calling in question the roost establbbed 
authorities. 

" To Ralph Bigland, Esq., Somtrut Herald. 
" Sib, 

" Hearin^jonarccompoeiDga book of Htniirj, 
I troable ;oa with this. Most of our heralds assert files 
should oever be borne in even numbers. I have aeen several 
oid seals with four, eii, eight ; and in the cathedral here i 
cost of the Berkeley! with rour. 
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" Curioia Coott tn and aital Briilol. 
" Burr of e. Or uid Azar«, toUDterehBnged per Fcss, bf 
Gilbert dc Gaant. Argent, a mauucb Gules edged, Or, Terdoy 
of trefoUB, by John Cosier. Or, a canton sable, by Delourin. 
A Hal, Quarterly, first and foiutb on bend, 3 annnJets, second 
and third a head coaped gatti, by tbe name of Sancto Ijoiia, 
to a deed dated 13D4. 

" Your most humble servant, 

"ThOHAB CHATTBBrON." 

About (his period, too, we have another evidence 
of his genius for fiction — in which be pretty largely 
dealt at limes — in his letter lo a Mr, Stephens, a 
breeches-maker, of Salisbury, who was in some sort 
a relation of the family ; at the "grave and sober ad- 
vice" with which it concludes. " we are mute," says 
Sir Walter Scott, " with astonishment." 

"SiB.-If yon think vanity is tbe dictator of tbe fol. 
lowing liaei, you will not do me jnstice. No, Sir, it is only 
tbe desire of proving myself worthy your correspondence 
hag induced me to write. My partial friends flatter me with 
giving me a little uncommon share of abilities. It is Mr. Ste- 
phens alone, whose good sense disdains flattery, vbom I ap- 
peal to. It is a muiim with me that compliraenU of friends 
is more dangerous than railing of enemies. You may enquire^ 
if you please, for the Town aitd Cminlry Magazine, wherein alt 
signed ' D. B.' and ' Asaphides,' are mine. Tbe pieces called 
Saxon are orlgiaall; and totally the product of my muse ; 
though I should thirdc It a greater merit to be able to trans- 
late Saxon. As the said Magazine is by far tbe best of its 
kind, I shall have some pieces in it every mooth ; and if I vary 
from my said signature, will give you notice thereof. Having 
some enrioDB anecdotes of paintings and painters, I sent them 
to Mr.Walpole, author of tbe Anecdotes of Painting, Historic 
Donbts, aad other pieces well known ia the learned world. 
Bis answer I make bold to send vou. Hence I began a lite- 
rary correspondence, which ended as most such do. I lUffered 
with him in the age of a MS. He insists on his superior 
talents, whleta is no proof of that superiority. We possibly 
may publicly engage ia one of the periodical publications ; 
thoogh I know not who wUI give the onset. Of mj proeeed- 
inga in this athir I shall make bold to acquaint you. My next 
correspondent of note is Dodsley, whose collection of modem 
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and nntjqnc poems are in everr library. la thii dtj mf piiii 
cipnl acqnsintance are Mr. Barrett, now writing, at a nu 
eipenie, an aninent and modern History of Bristol — a tas 
more difficult than tlie deanBiag the Aogean stable. Many 
a attempted, bat none saccetded ia it ; yet will this work, 
vbea finished, please not only my fellow-dtizeDS, tnit all the 
world. Mr. Catcott. author of that eieeUent treatise on the 
Deluge, and other pleees, to cniuneTate which would aigat a 
soppoaitioD that yon were not acquainted with the litimry 
-rorld. To the stndieg of these gentlemen I am always adn " 
ed, and they are not below asking my advice in any mat! 
i antiquity. I have made a Tery imriona collection of coins 
jid antiqnes. Ai I cannot afford to have a goodlabine to 
eep them in, I commonly give them to those who can. If 
yoa pick up any Roman, Saion, English coins, or other an. 
tJquea, even a sight of them woold highly oblige me. When 
yon quarter your arms in the mullet, aay : Or, a Fbbb, Vert 
by the name of Chatterton. I trace your family from Fitz- 
Stepben, son of Stephen, Earl of Ammerle, in 1095, son of 
Od, Earl of Blays, and Lord of Holderacss. 

" I am, your very bumble scrrant, 

"ThOUAS CBATTKttTON." 

In auch and similar wa^s did our young poet 
evince that he bad a pleasant humour. 

There is an anecdote preseried of him, which I 
have Dever seen recorded, the circumstance of which 
occurred about this period. Spending one evening 
with a party of intimate companions, among other 
subjects, the conversation turned upon suicide ; and 
De taking one side of the argument, and some 
another — whether indeed it was of bravery or cow- 
ardice, the act of self-destruction. Chatterton sud- 
denly plucked from his breast a small pocket-pistol, 
and, holding it to bis forehead, with resolute accent 
exclMmed, " Now — if one had but the courage to pull 
the trigger 1" It was then, for the first time, dis- 
covered that he was in the constant habit. of carrying 
this loaded weapon about hb person. 
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Whether in the way of menace, or that he a 
tually contemplated such a deed, may be uncertut 
but, shortly after this incident took place, Lambert 
found a letter upon the desk of his apprentice, ad- 
dressed to a Mr. Clayfleld, "a worthy, generous man." 
In this letter Chalteiton dwelt upon bb " distresses," 
and avowed his resolution to put an end to his e: 
tence immediately. " On Mr. Clayfield's receiving 
that letter, be (Chatterton) should be no more." 
Lambert became alarmed ; with all haste despatched 
tbe epistle to Mr. Barrell, who forthwith summoned 

writer to hb closet, talked to him earneatly and 
seriously; "blamed the bad company and princii^es 
he had adopted," u^ing in the most forcible manner, 
" the horrible crime of self-murder, however glossed 
over by present libertines." His arguments were in 
part successful ; Chatterton betrayed some compunc- 
tion — shed tears ; " at the same time be acknow- 
;ed he wanted for nothing, and denied any dis- 
tress upon tliat account." Tbe nest day he sent bb 
adviser the fallowing letter ; — 

" Ta Ur. Barrell. 

'Sib, 

" Upon reeoUeeHon, T don't know how Mr. Claj- 
ficld could come b; tiie letter, h I intended to Itave glten hiiu 

:ter, but did not. In regiird to my motlTcs (or tbe 91 
poaed rashness, I ahull obaerTe that I keep no worse company 
than mnitff; I oerer drink to eicesa, and have, withont vanity, 
too much Bcnae t« he attached to the mercenary retailers of 
iniquity. No; it is my paini, my damn'd, native, uncon- 
querable FBIDE, that plunges me into distraction. You most 
know that alneteen-twentiethB of my composition is pride. 1 
must either live a slave — a aervaDl, have no will of my own, 
which 1 may freely declars aa such, — or Dia. Perpleifi^ ' 
teraatdvel thatltdl-' ^i:-.. -•■. . . -■.. —1 



It distracts me to tbink of it : I will endeavour 
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' UDf Your mnch obliged, anhappy, 
" Humble aenaat, 
"Tharidas BpooKg." " T. C. 

His pride, his ' damn'd pride,' as he calls it i 
"though one ma; doubt," says the Eclectic Re- 
Tiewer, " whether the curse was pronounced in vir- 
tue's name." Perhaps not, — probably not ; but a feel- 
ing of virtue, or we are much mistaken, dictated this 
letter. 

To glance at another subject. He had o 
(March 1769) written " Kew Gardens,'' bis longest 
satirical performance. It consisted ori^allj of 1300 
lines, of which 200 are unfortunately lost. As printed 
n this edition it contains 1094 lines. This poem he 
forwarded " in different parcels" to a Hr. Edmunds, 
of Shoe-lane, printer of " a patriotic newspaper." To 
the first packet, containing "about 300 lines,'' was 
added the following postscript. " Mr. Edmunds will 
send the author, Thomas Chatterton, twenty of the 
Journals in which the above poem (which I shall 
continue) shall appear, by the machine, if he thinks 
proper to put it in : the money shall be paid to 

" The poem," remarks Dr. Gregory, " is a sal 
on the Princess Dowager of Wales, Lord Bute, and 
their friends in London and Bristol ; but particularly 
on those in Bristol, who had distinguished themselves 
in favour of the ministry. His signature on this 
casion was Decihds ; but whether the poem was e 
printed or not, I have not been able to ascertain.'' 
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Mr. Edmunds' Journal it was not printed ; but, after 
tbe posthumous publication of Chatterton's Miscel- 
lanies, and tlie Supplement to that work, there ap- 
peared, in the form of a " Supplement to the Supple- 
ment,*' a little pamphlet of eight pages, containing the 
first 376 lines of " Kew Gardens," which it is reason- 
able to conclude were furnished from the 'first packet' 
sent to Mr. Edmunds. Dr. Gregory asserts that the 
whole of the poem was "transmitted in different par- 
cels" to the same party. It is not very likely, however, 
or the remainder would have appeared in the same 
publication, especially as the printed fragment breaks 
suddenly off, leaving the sense DOtonously deficient. 
The existence of this pamphlet was unknown to 
Southey in 1803. About sixty of the concluding 
tines of the poem were published in his edition of 
Chattertoii ; and to these was annexed, as a note, 
" Every effort has been made to obtain the remainder 
of tbe poem, but without success.'' 1 am aware of 
only one copy of the fragment, which is in the library 
of the British Museum.* 



• Dii publlibed th< " Kew Oudsiu" in hii ' Life of 
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Readf-made satire Chattarton always bad at band, 
without tbe labour of producing fresh material. He had 
but to transcribe tbree hundred couplets from " Kew 
Gardens," with here and there a slight alteration or 
transposition, and tbe " Whore of Babylon" was 
completed, the old metal being fused in a fresh die. 
Several instances of this mode of manufacture occur 
in his "Acknowledged Poems," (the Sowley Crea- 
tion was too sacred to he thus tampered with)i hut, 
except in the aboTe-mentinned instance) and in that 
of " The Exhibition," where fifty consecutive lines 
are taken likewise from " Kew Gardens," the number 
of couplets thus borrowed from one composition and 
tnnsferred to a second, seldom exceeds nine or ten. 
Undoubtedly this poetical laboratory, and chemical 
transfusion and transformation, were easy of construc- 
tion, and no wise difficult in the process. Statu pede 
in uno ; one might write a bookseller's shop full so. 

VIII. 
lAterary career in London. 
Little now remains to be said of Chatterton, and 
that little consists of no stirring adventures, and of no 
incidents that can satisfy curiosity or afford amuse- 
ment to any hut those who love a simple story, and 
sufficiently admire the poet to trace the history of the 
man. There are no documents to which we can refer 
for facts 1 there are no bii^raphical notices which we 
can consult for a record of Cbatterton's town life. 
All that is to be told must be gatnered from his own 
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letters, and n 



ui, into the form of a 



In our last chapter we inliinated the Poet's reso* 
lulion to try his fortune in London. To enable him 
to defray the expences of the journef, his friends and 
acquaintance contributed a guinea a-piece.* It may 
seem a strange inconsistency that he, nineteen-twei 
eths of whose coin|Kisition was pride, should thus be 
a dependant on the bounty of others : but no n 
who has any acquaintance with the workings of the 
human heart will wonder at this. This nature 
OUTS is full of contradictions ; and pride and m» 
ness, and generosity and injustice, are not seldom 
found in close alliance. Perhaps, too, in his dreams of 
future greatness, and his anticipated discoveries of 
El Dorados, he expected to repay, and doubly repay, 
the debt which, after all, Ciicum stance, that unsplri- 
tual god, had obliged him to contract. 

Full of hope, and thirsting to attain the golden goal 
— not only of fame, but of wealth and station — Chat- 
terton entered on his London career. The clouds 
which had covered the sky in the morning of life 
seemed last floating away ; his moral atmosphere 
grew clearer. The sun came out in all its strength. 
A soft ideal light lent enchantment to the world of 
thought in which he moved ; he went on his path 
hoping and singing, and trusting soon to reach the 
bright and shining gate which his im^lnation had 
erected at the end of that path : yet if we consider 



his actual circurostancefl, tb«re was but little ground 
for hope. Wlio and what were his allies? "Patrons, 
booksellers, printers, publishers of FreeAoiders' Ma- 
gazines, and proprietors of Toinns and CouTtties ;" 
to these men the young poet sold himself — say rather, 
sold, Esau-like, his birthrighl — the vision and the 
faculty divine — for a mess of pottage. How could 
any good come out of such a Galilee as this? What 
could be looked for but that the creator should & 

a the scribbler, the poet into the buffoon — a 
spirit, free, uncouiprouiising, integral, into a character 
compromised, factional, and slavish ? 

We must not, however, be too severe on ' 
young poet. If he threw away his genius, was there 
not a reason? Perhaps none grieved more than him- 
self over the new character which he was obliged to 
assume. But if man doth not live by bread alone, it 
is equally true that he cannot live without it ; e 
the soul which should feed only on angels' food mi 
bow itself down to the flesh-pots of Egypt, in order 

t its frail co-mate, the body, may have "bread and 

at in the^ morning, and bread and meat in I 
evening." 

Chatterton's 6rst letter to his mother, which bears 
date April 36, shews that he was full of heart and 
hope. He reached London at five o'clock in the 
pening; called immediately on his friends Mt. Ed- 
mnds, Mr. Fell, Mr. Hamilton, and Mr. Dodsley, 
id met with great encouragement from them. lo a 
short time we fiud him settled, apparently much to his 
own satisfaction, at Mr. Walrosley's. Mr. Walmsley 
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I a plaisterer of Shoreditch, to whom Chalterton 
had been recomin ended by a relative, Mrs. Ballance, 
who resided in the same bouse. The poet looks for- 
ward more sanguinelj than ever to the future. He 
had made on arrangement with the conductors of one 
periodical, by which he hoped to realize the sum of 

i guineas a month. He projected a History of 
England, and other pieces, which would more than 
double that amount. For money to supply his hourly 
needs he trusted to occasional essays for the daily 
papers. He had been introduced to Mr. Wilkes, and 
n the strength of his acquaintance with that gentle- 
)an he no longer confined his hopes of success to 
himself, but ventured to extend them to others. By 
is interest he would ensure Mrs. Ballance the Trinity 
House. He had grown familiar at the Chapter Coffee 
House, and knew all the geniuses there. A charac- 
ter was now unnecessary i an author carried his cha- 
racter in his pen. 

Such were the prospects — such the dreams of the 
Boy-Bard. Let us now trace the literary career which 
he had prescribed himself, and see what was its nature 
and what its results. 

He seems to have made his debiit in the Freehold- 
ers' Magazine, as may be inferred from a letter which 
he addressed to his friend, Mr. Cary, about this time, 
inwhichhe requested him to tell all his acquaintance for 
the future to read this periodical, and to forward him 
any contributions which he might have for publication. 
In the following week he contracted, in the pit of 
Drury-Lane theatre, an acquaintance with a youlig 
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gentlemMi in Cheapside, wIiq was a partner in amu 
shop. When he discovered that Chatlerton could 
write, he desired him to compose a few songs for him. 
These were shewn to a Doctor of Music, and he was 
invited to treat with the Doctor on the footing of a 
composer, for Ranelagh and the Gardens. He now 
grew affluent — comparatively at least, for a]l things 
in this world go bjr comparison. He employed his 
money in dressing fa^hionahly — but only as a me 
to an end — an introduction into good society, 
informs us that he had engaged to live with the brother 
of a Scotch Lord, who was speculating in the book- 
selling branches. As a compensation he was to have 
board and lodging gratis. ChaltertoD considered this 
a great step in his royal-road to fame and wealth. 
the first flush of joy and hope he promised his sister 
a handsome provision ; every month was to end to 
her advantage — she was " to walk in silk attire, and 
siller hae in store." His mother was not forgotten 
for her too there viere presents, — London gauds and 
Parisian vanities, and intimations of more substantial 
assistance. And why should we omit to mention 
tobacco for his grandmother — British herb too — and 
the trifles for Thorne ? Simplest articles of household 
use, but not without a meaning to the thoughtful 
heart j for surely they shadow forth, darkly and ir 
perfectly though it be, the character of this Boy-King 
of Song. Tameless, and swift, and proud — contem- 
ning the world, and scorning the herd of mankind — 
he bad yet a heart full of home-affections, and an 
intellect ttiat could descend to things of mean and 
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trifling nature when they had reference to a mother, 
a sister, or a friend. Let us do justice to Chatter- 
ton ; and if we are to make the most of hU vices, let 
us not forget to make the most of his \firtues. 

Chatterton nest projected a voluminous History 
of London, which was to appear in numbers. 
anticipated great success, and no small profit : and 
his letter to his sister, exults in the idea that this de- 
sign would not involve him in those expences which 
his other literary lahours obliged him to incur, as be 
should not he compelled to go to the coffee-house : 
and thus, he adds, " / thall be able to gerve you the 
pjore by it." It is needless to add that this scheme 
was abandoned; the beautiful sentiment which it was 
the means of suggesting can never die. 

Chatterton was unusually ekted. He bad for- 
warded an essay to Beckford, the Lord Mayor. It 
was received favourably. This encouraged the author 
to wait on the patriot, to procure his approbation ti 
address a second letter to him on the subject of tbe 
remonstrance and its reception. His lordship recdved 
him politely, and warmly invited him to caU again. 
The rest was a secret. He evidently magnifies the 
advantages which he thought awaited him ; he s 
through a false medium, and the distant prospects 
look fairer and more dilaCud in the discoloured atn 
sphere of thought, just as the walls and towers of a 
city rise larger and brighter in the purple mist of a 
summer's morning. The last clause which I have 
quoted evinces that, like Byron, Chatterton loved a 
little mystification. 
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We come now to his political careei — one more 
difficult to excuse, perhaps, than anj other ; at anj 
Tate the most unpleasant to touch upon. It is not 
fuf, however, to deal with Chatterton as we should 
with one who had come to the fnll stature of a man, 
and who had no temptatioD to indnce him to trifle 
with his principles. 

Let us reflect that the writer was but a boy, — a 
boy of an ardent and passionate temperament, thirst- 
ing for distinction, anxious to acquire a name, thwarted 
by fortune, without friends, save those who were so 
in word only, and without hopes, save such as arose 
from the light of his own genius. He looked forward 
to the time when he should be able to build up a 
strong and durable monument of fame ; when his 
iroagination should be strengthened, his intellect ma- 
tured, and bis ambition become clear and well defined : 
but meanwhile, it was necessary to do something. 
The daily bread must be bad, and the warm cost pur- 
chased, and a thousand other poor necessities satis- 
fled i and to atttdn such consummation, the essay 
must l>e produced, and the guinea eaTued. Something 
of vaoity, too, undoubtedly prevailed in Chatterton's 
"moral man," and in this instance it forcibly demon- 
sttatea itself. He was delighted to have an opportu- 
nity of shewing the world what he could do i it was a 
sort of petty triumph, a kind of literary ovation, to 
And himself necessary as a political partizan, — to find 
that the despised apprentice of Bristol was able to 
deal the cards at the state soit^ei, and to dream that 
there was some probability of his holding all the 
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trumps, or at least having the honours in his o 
hand. No wonder that the gin-and-water of notoriety 
and vulgar applause intoxicated the young aspirant, 
and led him to shngte, when he should have played 
his game boldly and candidly. There was m< 
levity than licentiousness in this conduct i 
of the desire — silly and low enough for him 
could create as well as scribble — to shew with what 
facility the child of seventeen could prove a point oi 
day and refute it the next; more of the acnteness of 
thespecialpleader than the apostacy of the statesman; 

i, to finish the climax, more of scorn for his ei 
ployers, and for mankind generally, we fear, than 
anxiety for either the good or the had cause. By 
what figure of rhetoric such a transaction as this could 
be styled political lergivenation, we confess ourselves 
it a loss to discover, unless, as Southey intimates, 
t be by the same figure which assodates the ideas 
jf " Chalmers and infallibilit;." 

Chatterton thought but little of the merits of the 
popular leaders at that time, although his inclination 
would necessarily have led him to espouse what has 
been called the cause of the people, had he ever ven- 
tured in real earnest to contend in the arena of 
politics. This is evident from many passages in bis 
letters, but from none so strongly as this. 

" Essays," he writes to his sister, " fetch no more 
than what the copy is sold for ; as the patriots them- 
selves are searching for a place, they have no gratu- 
ities to spare. On the other hand," 
"unpopular essays will not even be accepted, a 
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inuBt pay to have them printed ; bnt then you seldom 
lose by it. Courtiers are so sensible of their defici- 
ency in merit, that they generally reward all who 
Enow how to daub them with an appearance of it." 

Strong evidence this, if any were wanted, that 
penury, not policy, was Chatterton'sprincipleof action, 
and that his contempt was equally directed against both 
parties. To reflect on the poverty, pain of heart, 
distress, and solitude of the marvellous boy; to see 
creative genius descend from his throne of melodious 
thought, to mingle with the creeping things that 
t into the great Noah's-ark of Mammon, gives one 
nore sorrow than his political tergivergation, as one 
of his biographers has chosen to style this juvenile 
display of intellectual sleight-of-hand. 

We Bhall make but few remarks on these cele- 
brated letters. Chatterton's model appears to have 
been Junius, and he has cleverly imitated the inimit- 
able. The structure of the sentence is not dissi 
lar, and there is no deficiency of trope and antithesis ; 
but the delicate irony and the caustic sarcasm of that 
fearless writer, and the polished diction, and the e 
quisite unfolding of the expression, are sought in vai 
Instead of these, we have what Shelley would call a 
:ture of wormwood and verdigrease ; well turned 
periods, full of sound and fury, but signifying nothing, 

d a sort of Bombastes Purioso taking to task, infl- 

tely amusing when we reflect on the age and 
circumstances of the writer. Still the political letters 

e remarkable productions, and really wonderful for 
a boy. They are remarkable for their ene^y, for 
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theif spirit, and foi the readiness which the; evince 
their author to have possessed, in assuming and sus- 
taining th« style of thought and language of an old and 
practised composer. Chatterton put on the lion's skin, 
and if we may be allowed go coiloquial an expression, 
made an ass of himself: had he thought fit, he might 
have raised his human voice — for tike Homer's heroes 
he was an articnlate-speaking man— and hare put the 
lion himself to flight. 

It may be as welltoindicBte the two letteis which 
called down on poor Chatterton the indignation of 
this Tirtuoua biographer. They were written after 
the death of Beckford : one of them was addressed 
to Lord North, signed Modbbator, complimmting 
Administration, for rejecting the City remonstrancei 
the other, which bote the same date, and was signed 
PaoBDa, was addressed to the Lord Mayor, probably 
in consequence of the permission which Chatterton 
obtainedfrora him, and contained a virulent invective 
agunst the government, for the identical measure 
which had been r^robated by^the former. Both 
bear date May 26th, 1770. The one commenced, 
'* My Lord, it gives me painful pleasure ;" and the 
other, " When the endeavours of a spirited people to 
free themselves fiom insupportable slavery." 

There is a hectic gaiety about Cbatterton's letters 
to his mother and sister, a boastful proclamation and 
unnatural iteration of his importance, and of the mag- 
nificent prospects which awaited him, as though it 
were only by the continued reassertion that he himself 
could believe in the wealth and fame which he anti- 
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cipated. Thus in one place he speaks of " an author 
leho would have introduced him as a contpamon to lie 
young Duhe oflforthunAerland, in his intended genial 
tour t" in another of his future recognition by "a 
ruHng power in the Court party;" and in a third, in a 
burst of enthusiastic vanity, he tells us, " My co 
pany is courted everywhere— I must be among the 
great : state matters suit me better than commercial. ' 
Poor Chatterton ! well sung the poet of Christabel, 
Life is thorny and youth is Tain ; and the thorniness 
of the one fostered, if it did not engender, the vanity 
of the other, in the instance which we are considering. 
The hUtory of Chatterton's Uterary career in Lon- 
don moat not be recorded without some annotations 
on the lemunder of his prose compositions. These 
ore readily enumerated — Adventures]|of a^Slar, Maria 
Friendless, The Unfortunate Fathers, Tony Selwood, 
The False Step, The Hunter of Oddities,* Cutholf, a 
Saxon poem, and a few other slight pieces. They 
appeared in the Gospd Magazine, Town and Country, 
Court and City, London, and the Political Register. 
Some of them are of considerable merit, though 
utterly unworthy of the minstrel who sang "how 
dauntless £Ila frayed the Dacyan foes." Tbey are 
light essays, modelled on those of Steele, Addison, and 
other writers of the eighteenth century, but scarcely 
deserving of a second perusal. Their characteristics 
are, accuracy of observation, a tolerable acquaiutance 
with the more prominent features of a town life, 

• ThegeiiDlDnuuof muTafthtH piKM U eiceBdingtr qnaitioa- 
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humorous expression, and a facile adaptation of the 
pecnliaritieB which are required for this species of 
composition. Indeed, tbej are chiefly valuable for 
the light which they throw on the intellectual organi- 
zation of Cbatterton; evincing the readiness with 
which he could attain any knowledge whose acquisitioD 
he coveted ; the perfect management which he pos- 
sessed of his pen, his mastery of any styleof thought or 
expression, and the diversatilitj and prodigal luxuri- 

:e of his permaturely ripened genius. Chatterton's 
favourite masim was, that man is equal to anything, 
and that there was nothing which could not be 
achieved by diligence. Unlike others, he was not 
satisfied with the bare enunciation of the proposition ; 
every action of his life and every exercise of his 
mind was employed in its demonstration. His know- 
ledge of antiquities was wonderful, but it was a Study 
which he pursued con amort. The letter of Tony 
Selwood derives its principal charm from this circu 
stance. It is quite unnecessary to comment on each 
of these productions; the tales apparently do not ai 
at originality — indeed one of them, the story of Maria 
Friendless, is an old acquaintance in a new dress i it 
is a " masqued resurrection" of Misella in the Ram- 
bler. 

Chatterton seems to have been fond of the poetical 
memoranda which Macpherson was pleased to christen 
the Poems of Ossian ; probably more from their pre- 
tensions to ancientry, than any real admiration of those 
tur^d heroics. k% Bristol he favoured the world with 
a host of imitations. He had observed, as Words- 
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worth remarks, how fen critics were able to distinguish 
between a real ancient medal, and a counterfeit of 
modern manufacture ; and be set himself to the work 
of filling B magazine with Saxon poems, counterparts 
of those of Ossian, aa like bis as one of his misty 
stars is to another. The last of bis efforts in this line 

I Cutholf ; it seems to be no way dissimilar from 
those which he published at Bristol ; and, if not stolen 
from the smithie of the "impudent Highlander," it 
bears every appearance of being forged on his anvil. 

Among the poetical productions which he pub- 
lished in London, are the African Eclogues, charac- 
terised by himself in a letler to a friend," as the only 
two pieces of mine I have the vanity to call poetry." 
The versification is strong, melodious, and ori^nal. 
The loves of Narva and Mored are powerfully recited. 
There is a picturesque liveliness in this pastoral which 

ixceedingly alluring. It has many felicitous e 
pressions, and perhaps may be natural in Africa, but 

ertainly is not so in England. The same criticism 
may be applied to The Death of Nicou. 

We shall only mention one more metrical produc- 
tion of Chatterton's — The Revenge, a Bnrletia. He 

ud to have received five guineas for it, from the 
proprietor of Mary-le-bone Gardens, where it was 
performed after his death. It is light, airy, amusing, 

comic, — but like most of his acknowledged poems, 
confers but little honour on the author: it is useful 

a further illustration of the varied powers of 
the Bristol Boy ; but we sigh to think that the royal 
child of song should abdicate the throne of his wide 
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dominion, to become tbe poor uaurper of e 
province. 



ChaUerUm changet his residenee — Hu poverty on 
despair — African »cheme — Hi» death. 

Hitherto Chatterton had resided in tbe house of 
Hr. Walmsle;. Devoted to literary pursuits, and 
dreaming of future glory never to be realized, 
led at once the Ufe of a poet and philosopher. Not- 
withstanding the strong and ungovernable passions of 
this child of impulse, and despite the fascinations of 
the gay and glitterin); metropolis, and his want of any 
settled principle of conduct, or any rule of life mi 
trustworthy thao his own self-oi^anized code of the 
laws of honour, he lived purely and virtuously, and 
kept up his fair fame both as man and poet. We have 
the testimony of Mrs. Ballance, that during a resi- 
dence of nine weeks under the same roof with 
herself, he invariably conformed to the hours which 
T^ulated the movements of the family, and that only 

one occasion was " he absent a whole night, when 
she knew that he slept at the house of a relative." 
This seems a sufficient refutation of the charges of li- 
bertine and dissipated habits, which the calumniators of 
Chatterton have advanced against him : and if he had 
not been the unquestionable genius that he was, I 
brotherhood of poeta would yet owe him a debt of gra- 
titude, for having exhibited to the world a bright and 
beautiful example of the ideal Creator; knowing n 
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desire which genius did not hallow, and possessed of a 
heart which kept paie the holy forms of young imigi- 
iiation.* His temperance should be imitated by aU, and 
his abstinence might be emulated, but hardly surpassed 
by the anchorite. The morsel of bread, the penny tart 
and draught of spring water, the wine-cup untasted, 
and the strong drink avoided, will surely exonerate 
Chatterton from the imputation of being a voluptuary, 
even if he escape not the taint of dissolute tonguea, 
endjealoQsy and hate. Hisaffection, his brotherly and 
filial love, the undeviating kindness and attentive soli' 
citude, which he exhibited towards the members of his 
own family, and substantial assistance which he ren- 
dered his mother and his sister, when in actual want 
hunself, demonstrate the natural excellency and amia- 
bility of his heart, and afibrd a convincing proof that 
poetry and piety are In closer coqjunction than many 
suppose. 

Chatterton had now lived nine weeks at Shoreditch. 
The month of July had commenced, the summer was 
far advanced — but the golden visions of the young en- 
thnsiast were still the baseless fabric of a dream. His 
patron, Beckford, was dead, and with him his political 
hopes seem to have expired; his finances were con- 
tracted ; the liberality of the booksellers had proved a 
delusion ; hope no longer encouraged him to look to 
the future, and faith in the saviour had no existence in 
the heart of the inspired lyrist. The boy of seventeen 
had learnt to doubt, and be bad not lived long enough 
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ID the school of Epicurus to leun the vanity of the 
no-ftdth which he had adopted. A few years more of 

doubt and darknesa, and his vigorous intellect would 
have enabled him to explore his way through the sub- 
lerianean gloom of scepticism, and to reach the upper 
world where the true light ahineth. Alas I those few 

Early in July, Chatterton changed his residence. 
From Shoreditch he removed to No. 4, Brook-street, 
Holboni,* Mrs. Angel was now hia landlady. Her 
occupation was that of a sac, or dress-maker i and 
whatever be its own appropriate degree of estioialion, 
it derives an adventitious honour from its association 
with the lateBt memories of the gifted Boy of Biistol. 
The cause of his removal is unknown — some impute it 
to necessity, and some to the pride that would conceal 
from the inquisition of friends tlie fall of th*e golden 
image which he had set up. Most probably the latter 
motive was the real one. 

It may not be uninteresting to state in thb place the 
remuneialion which the poet received for the slavery 
in which he was held by the booksellers who favoured 
him with their magnificent patronage. We give the 
foUowiDg extract from ChattMton's pocket-book. It 
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sufficiently demoDBtratea the futility of hia literary 

projects. £. a. d, 

R«celndtoMB;33,afHr.E[BnultoiiforMiddlesej[ 1 11 6 

„ ofB. ,.133 

„ of Fell, for ttae ConanliBd .. 10 6 

„ otUr. Hsmiltoa, for Cuididiu and FDreign 

of Mr. Fell '.'. '.'. '.. !! O 10 S 

,, Middlesex Joimial .. .. O S 6 

„ Ur. Hamilton, for 16 Songs .. OlD S 

4 15 9 

In another put of this little hook, shortly before he 
found himself confronted by starvation and death, he 
haa inserted a memorandum intimating that the aum 
of eleven pounds was due to him from the London 
publisherg. It nan a cruel fate to he compelled to 
Inrn literary drudge with five-and-twenty shillinga a 
month for wages; and more cruel still to be doomed 
to sufier all the paiiis of hunger, because those wages 
were not paid. 

But the dream was not quite completed yet. There 
was still one hope left — a straw od the waters for the 
drowning man to grasp. In hia misery and poverty he 
applied to his friend Mr. Barrett, to procure him a 
situation as surgeon's mate to the coast of Africa. 
This was a downfall indeed for the aspirant after 
wealth and distinction : the enthusiasm and the glory 
and the exultation of his bright and shining youth 
were gone ; the ladder on which he had hoped to have 
climbed to the heaven of greatness was withdrawn : 
and the sleeper awoke to find that his only pillow was 
a stone, and that he must exchange bis communings 
with angels for intercourse with cold and heartless men. 
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The applicatioo nas. made in vain. Mr. Barrelt 
refuBed him the tecommendBtory letter which was 
required ; and as Chatterton was manifestly iocom- 
petent to discharge the duties of the appointment 
which be tiad hoped to procure through his interest, 
Mr. Barrett's refusal was perfectly justifiable, — in fact, 
great blame would have attached to him if he had 
acted otherwise. It was at this period that the African 
Eclc^es were written. Chatterton could still solace 
himself with the divine euiplojment of the muse, and 
the inspiration which a transient gleam of hope lent 
him, enabled him to sing, but in no very truthful or 
natural strains, 

" OfUbnr's banks where scurlet JBsminei bloam, 
And porple aloes shed a rich periame : 
Where, when the sdd is meltiDg In hia beat. 
The reekine tjgera find a cool retreat ; 
Baak In the sedgea, lose the Bultry beam. 
And wanton vHUi their shadows ia the stream." 
Chatterton's last hope hod failed. He was friendless, 
lone, and unassisted. He had fallen on evil days, and 
could now only look forward to the time, fast approach- 
ing, in which he should be a wanderer and an outcast. 
What wonder then if in his dark and deep distress, 
"self-contempt drowned youth's starlight smiles in 
tears," and the victim proudly and angrily refused to 
be fed — to be kept alive — by the bread of charity. 
Once only the pride of the heart was subdued by the 
frailty of the flesh, and he partook of the proffered 
bounty. It is Warton who records that an oyster 
feast prevuled on him to forego his dignity for a while, 
and to accept the hospitality of Mr. Cross, an apothe- 
cary, of Brook street. This was Chatterton's last 
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meoL Nothing could induce him egain to satisfy his 
huiig» at another's expense. Mrs. Angel stated, that 
for two or three days he was a prisoner in bis room, 
and that when she begged him to take some dinner 
with her, koowing that he had eaten nothing through- 
out that period, he was offended at her expressions — 
refused the invitatioo, and assured her that he was not 
hungry. 

" Three days before his death, when walking with a 
friend in St. Pancras' churchyard, readbg the epitaphs, 
he was so deep in thought as he walked on, that not 
perceiving a grave which was just dug, he fell into it ; 
his friend, observing his situation, came to his asdst- 
ance, and as he helped him out, told him, in a jocular 
manner, he was happy in beholding the resurrection 
of genius. Poor Chatterton smiled, and taking his 
companion by the arm, replied, " My dear friend, 
I feel the sting of a speedy dissolution ; I have been at 
war with the grave for some time, and find it is not so 
easy to vanquish as I imagined ; we can find an asylum 
from every creditor but that."* 

The hour bad arrived : there vras no hope, no help 
on earth — bis prospects were blighted, and his friends 
had forsaken or forgotten him. 

" Then bUck despair, 

night, was thnmm 
le moved alon " 
. I.farsaitthi 
wherefare he at 
With indlgaation turned himaelf away, 
And with tlie food of pride anHtaioed hie aoul 
In solitude."{ 

■ Dli'iLireorCbiitwnan.p.Ssa. I ShsUe;. t Wocdi 
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These veTBes describe more forcibly and lucidly 
than we can do, the pain of lieart, the sense of loneli- 

s, the utter prostration of spirit, and the indignant 
perception of wrong, of which Chatterton was 
prey. It is not our intention to profane the chamber 
of death, or to pourtray witfa unavailing and thankless 
minuteness, the dark imaginings and mental convnl- 

isof "the sleepless boy that perished in his pride." 
The fearful retrospect and the gloomy anticipation — 
the bitter thoi^hts, inflamed and exasperated by the 
knowledge of what he might have been, contrasted 
with the consciousness of what he was — the strong 
man bowed down by physical suffering — the fuling of 
heart and flesh^ — the overwrought brain — the humi- 
liation — the despair — the final madness — the solemn 
agony, snd sublime death of the martyred poet, are 
not to be coldly delineated in words, but are to be 
realized by the thinking and sympathetic heart alone. 
To record briefly the manner of his departure from 
this world, in which we are all pilgrims and strangers, 
would seem all that is now necessary. 

On the 24th of August 1770, Chatterton resolved 
to close his life of misery and privation. The suicide 
was effected by arsenic mixed in water : sucli at least 
was the opinion of the most competent authorities. 
On the following day his room was broken open. The 
floor was covered with a multitude of small fragments 
of paper: an evidence that he had destroyed all the 
unfinished prodnctions of his marvellous intellect. 
There was no letter to his friends — no apolt^etic ex- 
planation of the terrible step which he had taken— 
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not a single line to satisfy the curious and tu console 
Itie afflicted, or to demonstrate tbat Chatterton had 
died sane or insane — Christian or unbeliever. The 
body lay lifeless and collapsed ; the earth was ready to 
be mingled with its kindred earth, and the spirit had 
returned to God who gave it. 



The Burial — Inquest — Personal appearance of Chat- 
terton — Character, and concluding rrmarh». 



Thus died Thomas Chatterton, aged 
yearsand nine months ; the victim of desp^ and want 
acting on a stormy and cestuous spirit, and engender- 
ing a state of mind closely allied to insanity, if indeed 
it were not madness itself. " Chatterton," said Lord 
Byron, "Zthink was mad." In charity, if not from 
conviction, let the reader think so too. He died — 
a coroner's inquest was held,t a verdict of insanity was 
returned, and the poet was buried among pauper» in 
Shoe Lane: ai"! this without a single question being 
asked, or any inquiry tieing instituted by his friends 
or patrons. Indeed, so long was it before his ac- 
quuntance heard of these circumstances, tbat it was 
with the greatest difficulty ihat his identity could be 
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establiihed, or his history traced irith ui; degteo of 
probability. 

To be « waniiDg and a leaaon to those who like 
Chacterton are disposed to abandon the course which 
God has usigned them, and to teach the despairing 
and the men of little faith, that " our Father which is in 
heaven" knows far belter than the; what dispensatioD 
is beat for them ; and to prove that in due time we 
shall reap if we faint not, but with meekness and 
patience wait for the bright reTealings of providence ; 
it is reUted that Dr. Fry, the head of St. John's 
College, Oxford, very shortly after the unhappy end 
of the young poet, proceeded to Bristol to investigate 
the particulars of the History of the Rowley Poems, 
and to befriend and assist their creator, if he found 
him deserving 1 Poor Chatterton I had he learnt to 
confide in the wisdom and the love of God, bis grief 
would have endured for a night, and joy would have 
come with the morning; the ^marvellous Boy would 
have been the perfect man, and instead of a record 
of sorrow and a death of madness, we should have 
to commemorate the hbtory of a happy poet and a 
Christian philosopher. 

We must not conclude our memoir without a brief 
description of the external appearance of Chatterton, 
and a few remarks on bis character as man and poet. 
The first part of our duty will be easily and quickly 
dispatched. 

There was a stateliness and a manly bearing in 
Chatterton, beyond what might have been expected 
from his years. " He had a proud aii," says one who 
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knew him well,*Emd accoidiog to the general evidence 
he naa as remarlcable for the prematurity of his pereon 
as he was for that of his intellect and im^nation. 
His mien and manner nere exceedingly preposses«ng; 
his e^es were grey, bat piercinglj brilliant ; and when 
he was animated in conversation or excited by any 
passing event, the flre flashed and rolled in the lower 
part of the orbs in a wonderful and almost fearful 
way. Mr. Catcott characterized Chatterton's eye 
" as a kind of hawk's eye, and thought one could see 
his soul through it." Aa with Byron, one eye was 
more remarkable than the other, and its lightning-like 
Bashes bad something alwut them supematurally 

It is difficult to form a just appreciation of the 
character of Chatterton. We are all in some measure 
the creatures of circumstance ; and the more we are 
subjected to external influences, the more our will is 
weakened, and the less able are we to do tnttle with 
the hostile array of our passions, and to resist the 
temptations which are presented on all sides hy a 
deceitful and untried world. The mora] nature of 
Chatterton was essentially manly, — there is nothing 
in it which even approximates to the puerile or the 
feminine; his faults are all the growth of a strong 
and vigorous heart, and of a searching and masculine 
intellect. His indomitable pride, his premature but 
natural adoption of the habits and expressions of men, 
his love of reasoning, his earnest and unornamented 
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eloquence, all demonatrats the esaentUl maoliness of 
his character. Chatterton, when he coraplaiDS, never 
pules; his lamentations hare often a deep pathoa, but 
are. quite free from that affected Ben timental misery 
whicli di^race the pages of our modern writers. There 
wu a strength and energy and Roman virttu in his 
spirit, which sustuned him in hia moat fearful struggles 
and in the most depressing circumstances. He looked 
no more than fact constrained him to the dark side of 
things ; he ever hoped for the best, and anticipated 
the fairest prospects, even when a burden rested on 
him which would have crushed to the earth a less 
Titanic heart. This too was effected by the sheer 
force of his proud and unconquerable will, for Chat- 
terton was naturally the subject of morbid feelings 
and gloomy apprehensions; and if the heroism of his 
nature had not been wonderfully predominant, would 
have doubtless Mien a victim to the destroying opera- 
tions of the weaker and inferior mental organism. In- 
stead of madness, idiocy would prob^ly have been the 
fate of the creator of Rowley. 

The hardships and the disappointments which Chat- 
terton experienced, although they had necessarily a 
tendency to indurate the heart and to stifle the softer 
and finer feelings of our nature, never extinj^uished or 
even impaired that high sense of filial affection and 
brotherly love, which throughout was so conspicuous 
In his conduct. The charities of home had a perma- 
nent dwelling-place in the spirit of the young poet ; 
and we have seen him, even in the distress and agony 
of his London career, speaking comfort and hope to 



IT LISB OF CHATTERTOK. 

bia friends at Bristol, and TemembeTine their wants 
and administering to their necessities. For his love 
of truth he was eminent even from his boyish years ; 
for surely the creation of Ronley and Ischam, and the 
fiction of the discovered parchments, cannot be con- 
sidered in any other light than a literary inrention, in 
fiict a part and parcel of the glorious imaginings which 
this royal child of song has left us. For bis temperance, 
and the mastery which he had over his passions, he is 
surpassed by none : he was remarkable for his en- 
durance, although not for his patience: if he was 
irritable and scornful, it is hardly to be wondered at, 

>r he moved about in worlds not realized," and felt 
acutely how this outward universe, mth its false shows 
and cruel mockeries, gave the lie to that inward para- 
dise of love and justice and harmony, which was 
shadowed forth in the heart of the poet, as the fields 
Lnd trees and flowers in the clear and quiet waters. 

Chatterton was unfortunate in the eduCBlion which 
be received. Boys of his order of mind and dispo- 

m of heart require a teaching very different from 
that which is found to answer sufficiently well with the 
majority of children. Those who neither think nor 
feel, may be taught witbout any endeavour on the 
part of the instructor to discover and ud in the 
development of their mental faculties or the affec- 
tions of their hearts ; but for those who are conscious 

a higher destiny, who come trailing clouds of glory 
fresh from God's band, wlio cherish dim recollections 
of their Father's palace,* and are haunted with obsti- 
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note questionii^ aa to the significance of this many- 
coloured thing called life ; who observe that nonderfut 
processes are going on in that inward man of theirs, 
and feel that they are greater than the; Inow, — for 
such children there must be instituted an inTestigation 
into the capacities of their hearts and minds, their 
faculties must be developed harmoniously with the 
laws which nature has written on their minds, and 
tbeir sensihiliCies must be trained, and their good 
qualities cultivated, and their evil passions checked in 
their growth, hy a wise and loving superintendence. 
Such superintendence Chatterton never had. The 
ideal of such teaching is perhaps not to be found — but 
at least an approximation may he made to it) and in 
proportion as any man has approached towards this 
absolute standard is he a teacher, but in no other 
sense and in no other proportion has he the slightest 
pretensions to the sacred title. 

For want of the true^system of instruction, Chat- 
terton, like most other poets, was obliged to have 

ourse to self- teaching. Without a guide, with n 
illumination but that of his own intellect, which blinded 
him with excess of l^ht, he wandered widely from 
the narrow path which leads to perfection. He was 
true, to a certain extent, to the principles of his own 
nature, and generally sincere in the evolution of the 
good, and in his submission to their guidance ; but he 
could not clearly distinguish the divine voice from the 
Satanic whisper, and be too often obeyed the sugges- 
tions of the evil heart, when be was self-deceived into 
the belief that he was following the oracnlar utima- 
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tions of the good coDScience. Had Chatterton lived 
longer, he would doubtless have come to a full know- 
ledge of the truth. Let any man be true to himself 
and his God-given nature; let "him love the truth and 
pursue it," through darkness and distress and solitude 
and despair; and the great Father, Kboae name is 
love, will never abandon a sincere and single-hearted, 
although erring, cluld. If tbe poet had continued his 
self-education, he woald have leaint reverence 
others, mistrust of himself, contempt for nothing that 
is, charity for all, humility and the fear of God ; till at 
length, instead of being naked and miserable and poor, 
be wouM have been found clothed and in bis right 
mind, and sitting at the feet of Jesus. 

Sucb were the virtues, and such the faults and 
failings, of Thomas Chalterton. We have charac- 
terized the man — we must now sit in judgment on 
the poet. 

It will not be possible to enter very largely Upon 
a critical estimation of his creative powers ; and indeed 
we have said so much of Cbatterlon as a satirist, and 
made so mauy remarks on his acknowledged poems, 
;hat our wisest course will be to confine ourselves to 
1 philosophical summing-up of his abilities as the 
creator of the Rowley Poems. 

Between his fourteenth and his sixteenth year, 
Chatterton conceived and executed this wonderful 
imagination. As might have been expected, the traces 
of extreme youth, of inexperience, of ignorance of the 
human heart, or at least of the more secret workings 

it, are discoverable in many of his poems. Fre- 
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quently there is much harshnesa, his diction is oc- 
csaioDally obscure, and a verse deficient in idea 
receives its legitimate number of feet, by the intro- 
duction of redundant epithets signifjfing nothing. In 
general, honever, the language is vigorous and well 
chosen, and the versification melodious. Indeed, 
Ghatterton has the rare merit of having studied the 
principles of harmony, in an age when music in 
poetry was universally allowed to consist of a repetition 
of similarly modulated sounds, and wheD the concen- 
tration of different tones into one sustained and solid 
harmony was either neglected or unknown. 

The exquisite pathos of the muse of Chatterton 
must be evident even to the most careless reader. In 
the pathetic we recognize the exercise of the highest 
and most perfect of bis intellectual endowments. 
There is an Euripidecan tenderness in his poetry at 
times, which is capable of giving intense delight to 
I the admirer of the Athenian dramatist ; it emanates 
I from a heart full of the softest and purest emotio 
and vibrates beneath the touch of sorrow as the lyre 
under the fingeiing of some skilful master. When 
he speaks of a flower or a star or a bird, it is with an 
affectionate regard, and with a full recognition of 
right to be included in the synthesis of humanity. 
Although he penetrates not into the inner myster 
of our nature, yet he never pouitiays it in f^se 
colours. His men are brave, generous, and heroic, and 
true to the impulses of the heart in s barbarous age ; 
and his women gentle, loving, and faithful, and not 
less wise than women should be. There is usually 
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a graceful nelanchal; about tfaem, or perhaps we 
sfaould rather say a softness akin to melancholf, even 
where there is no immediate cause, u if the shadow- 
ing cloud of the coming Btorm were overcasting their 
summer sky, although unknown and unohserved by 
thamsBlves. Where they mourn, their grief is genu- 
ine, and is not an explosion of masqued woe, got up 
for the purpose. Elinoure and Juga were real 
" sisters in sorrow," and indulged in no fane 



Another characteristic of the poetry of Chatterton 
is sublimity. His poems are essentially enblime. 
We need not aggr^^ate examples, — one instance will 
be sufficient : 



ia continually haunting us, and conttuns apsychological 
mystery on which we are never weary of meditating. 
Like Shelley, he is fond of breathing into nature and 
her ministers the breath of life, and treating them ai 
living souls : 

" Soon ai the morn bat Dewl; wake. 
Spied night ystorren* lie ; 
On her eorac did dew-drops ahaltB." 
Chatterton'a observance of the appearances of the 
external universe was minute and complete. He speaks 
of a church " on which the stars do sit to appearing ;" 
of the " kingcup-deck'd meeds" and " murky clouds 
hanging upon the waning moon ;" the "pied daisies ;" 
the "ffrey moming lark chanting out to noitify." 



iz=rtNGoogle 



LIFE OF CHATTERTON. CX 

And above all that delicious line, ao full of the 
fresbneas and fragrance and vigorous youth of a spring 
morning — 

" Uke klegcnps bwsimg with the tnorning dew." 

In beautiful imagery Chatterton can hardly be sur- 
passed. The Roundelay in " Elln," and tbe Ode to 
Freedom in " Godwin," sufficiently evince his com- 
mand of fine fancies and bold imaginings. One 
instance, however, we cannot refrain froni giving: 

" When Autumn, bate and snn.bnmt, doth appear. 
With his gold hand gilding the falling leaf. 
Bringing ap Winter to fnlfil the year, 
Beanng npoa hli back the ripen'd sheaf." 
What noble and eloquent description is this I The 
"bare and sun-burnt autumn," with his " hand of gold" 
turning the colour of the leaf in the very act of falling; 
leading winter with him, with the rich ripe wheat 
hanging from his shoulders, and rustling with a full 
sharp sound, as he walks along I 

Chatterton loved nature, and be watched her, and 
lived with her, and observed all her operations. He 
is no traditionary poet, no secood-hand vender of 
goods common to all. He saw. and what he saw 
aung, — and what is his chief merit, sung it at he t 
it. In her divinely created empire, there was nothing 
which he overlooked, as &r as his opportunities of 
inspection went. The lark and the ouzle and the 
goldfinch have his sympathy, and tbe "soft young 
cowslip" and " the silver-footed doe" share his love. 
He exults in the " gathered storm ;'' revets in the 
thunder ; rejoices In tbe " blue levin ;" and shouts 
when the "winds are up." 
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He turns not anay from those delicate creations 
nhich, in the prodigality of her youthful affection, 
Naturebore to the fatherhood of poets; and the spirits 
and the elves, and the fairies hid in the cups of the 
Dslip, are special favourites with our sweet harper. 
It is not unlikely that, had be lived, we might have 
bad another Midsummer Night's Dream ; and though 
Shakspere must ever remain unapproachable, still we 
should have read the rich and exquisite faery poetry 
of his brother dreamer with delight, and returned to 
it again and again, as to a fountain of joy whose 
waters would well freshly and Inexhaustibly. But as 
it is, we have no such fountain ; we see only what 
Chatlerton is, and it were vain to speculate on what 
he might have been : 

"For he is fled 

Llki some mil eihalation, which the dawa 

Bobe9 ia Iti golden beaml." 
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It will be requisite, before we commence our 
accouDt of the Rowley Controversy, briefly to re- 
capitulate ttie different notices relative to the dis- 
covery of the manuscripts which have appeared in 
various parts of our memoir. 

The Church of St. Mary of Redcliffe* was erected 
in the year 1470, by William Cannynge, an opulent 
merchant of Bristol. An iron chest was placed it 
muniment room over the northern portico, designed 
to receive instruments, inventories, and the parish 
accounts. It was ordered by the Founders that this 
chest should be annually inspected by the Mayor and 
the members of the Corporation ; and that a feast 
should be held, after the inspection was concluded. 
This order was soon disregarded. 
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WheD the new bridge at Bristol was flnlshed, i 
tile year 17&B. tliere appeared in one of tlie Bristol 
Journals an account of the ceremonial which was 
observed when tiie old bridge was opened to the 
public, purporting to be transcribed from an ancient 
MS. Curiosity was excited ; an enquiry was insti- 
tuted ; and the result was the discovery that the 
letter had been forwarded by a youth of the name 
Chatterton, whose father had been for many years a 
ton in the Church of St. Mary of Redcliffe. and 

ster of a writing-school in that parish. The father, 
however, was dead, and no threats or persuaaions 
could, at first, induce the son to acknowledge by 
what means the oiiginal memoir had come into his 
possession. After much altercation, he asserted that 
he had received this manuscript, with many others, 
from his father, who found them in the iron chest 
which we have already mentioned. 

ft is said that Chatterton the sexton was permitted 
by the churchwardens to take from the chest several 
pieces of parchment, for the purpose of covering the 
writing hooks of his scholars. The value of these 
despised manuscripts was immense, and the parish 
ptedagogue, who had some .pretensions to refinement 
of taste, discovered amongst them a vast number of 
poerns, of which the greater part were composed by 
Thomas Rowlie, priest of St. John's Church, in Bris- 
loliBnd the confessor of Alderman Cannynge. These 
irere laid by with care, and after the death of the 
tccomplished sexton, became the property of his si 

The son, it is stated, perceived the importance of 
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these poeiDs, and transcribed them. Some of them 
he sold to Mr. Catcott aad Mr. Barrett, the former a 
merchant, the latter a Buigeon, of Bristol. Host of 
these were transcripts ; what few parchments there 
were have since been deposited in the British Mu- 
seum. Cfaatterlon was often questioned as to the 
source from which he derived the onginals ; but do 
satis&ctory or definite answer could be elicited. In 
process of time the Rowley poems were given to the 
world. The arm; of literary men was dazzled, per- 
plexed, and divided. One phalanx considered thero 
to be e fabricatioD of Chatterton ; another was posi- 
tive that none but Rowley was the author of the 
poems which bore his name. The contention grew 
sharp — the combatants were drawn up in hostile 
ftrray — and the Rowley war commenced in earnest. 

It is not oui intention to give the whole of the 
arguments which were brought forward by either 
patty, for this essay would then be enlarged l>eyond 
all reasonable dimensions. It will be sufficient for 
our purpose to give a list of the principal champions 
of the identity of Rowley, and his claims to the 
authorship of the poems to which he has stood god* 
father, and of the impugners of that identity and of 
those pretensions. 

First and foremost, Horace Walffole,* the author 
of Otranto, and lord of Strawberry-hill, rushed into 
the fight. He struggled manfully, in his " Vindica- 
tion," to prove that the Bristol Boy, whom he had 
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inanlted and nbialled down the wind a prey to for- 
tune, was the real creator of the poetry of Rowley. 
Honuie Walpole was ■ gentleman and a lord, and he 
never forgets to maintain the artificial polish of the 
one— cold as the reflection of the lun on ice — nor to 
demonstrate his consciousness of the dignity of the 
other. 

" You seem more interested for the honour of 
Chattertoo's abilities, than sedulous to prove that he 
and Rowley, if such a poet as the latter ever existed, 

re animated by so congenial a spirit, that the com- 
positions of the one can hardly — very hardly — be dis- 
criminated from the other. You give ua many speci- 
mens of prose and poetry, which yon maintain were 
indubitably Chatlerton's. If they were, the wit of 
man can assign no reason why the rest, ascribed U 
Rowley, should not have been coined in the sami 
mint. The same soul animates all, and the limbs that 
would remain to Rowley would, indeed, be ' di^ecta 
membra poetc' Rowley would not only have writ- 

with a spirit, by many centuries, posterior to t 
of his age, but his mantle, escaping the hands of all 
his contemporaries and successors, must have been 
preserved, notwithstanding the worse for time, and 
reserved to invest Chatterton from head to foot. I, 
who rather smile at the importance bestowed on this 
fantastic controversy, assure you, that as I was origi- 
nally an actor in thte interlude without my consent, 
BO am 1 a spectator most indifferent how it shall ter- 

Next to the aristocrat comes the priest, HiUes, 
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Deui of Exeter and president of the AnliquBiian 
Society — beaTensI what a president I — appeared 
before the public u the champion of Rowley, with a 
splendid roysl quarto edition of his poema, and com- 
it upon comment, and dtsgertation upon disserta- 
I, and notes on the complexion of parchment and 
the colour of ink, and information from friends, and 
reminiscences of contemporaries, and pedigrees from 
the herald's office, and armorial bearings, and inquisi- 
tions and r^;isters, and indentures and epitaphs, and 
tomb-Btones and brass-plates, made the eyes ache and 
the bead swim, and obliged the reader to be convinced 
against his will. Never was such a clamour, such 
>nfusion worse confounded, such a heterogeneous 
intertanglement of ingenious arguments based on 
ground of self-delusion and distorted probability, 
e sentence will shew how the Dean could furnish 
himself with a keen weapon, and cut the throat of his 
reasoning with it. Speaking of the " Death of Syr 
Charles Bawdin," he affirms, "a greater variety of 
internal proofs may be produced for its authenticity, 
than for that of any other piece in the whole col- 
lection." Unfortunate assertion I Chattecton, it 
known and incontrovertible fact, tfiij write the " Death 
of Syi Charles Bawdin ;" so that it must be admitted, 
that, if be wrote that poem which contains stronger 
proofs of its antique origin than any other in the col- 
lection, he was the author of the whole of the Rowley 
poems I 

Of all the vindicators of Rowley, the most amusing, 
the most laboriously trifling, is Dr. Sherwin. To re* 



iz=rtNGoogle 



l HISTORY OP THE 

lieve the heaviness of the present essay we shall give 
B few specimens of the glossarial observations of the 
erudite Doctor extracted from his " Introduction to 

n Eisminaiion of the Eowleian Controversy." He 
asserts that the evening means the equalizing or ren- 
dering day and night as to light even, or equal ; that 
the eaves of a house take their name from the eiact- 
s of the line : that keri, a water-cress, means a 
eurte ; that lane implies a path so narrow as to render 
it necessary for passengers to go atane ; that a iiarbde 
and a barbde horse were so called, for the same 
ion that the defensive parapet was called barbican — 
what this reason was he omits to inform usi that 
hancel differs only in one tetter from caned, which it 
will be easy to shew is radically the same ; for as 
mibii was written mihi, and nihil nichil, it follows 
therefore that hancelled, cancelled, chancelled, con- 
vey literally and identically the same meaning ; and 
lastly that Pentland Frith is a corruption of peiaete- 
laTid, as that is synonimous with pict-land, t.«. 
pinch'd, pink't, pick't, pict. Anglice painted land. 

Leaving Dr. Sherwin and his " curious felicity" of 
words, we next meet with the name of Chalmers, an 
Anti-Rowleyan, whose depreciating and pnrilaaical 
Life of Cbatterton has so righteously drawn down 
the severe casligalion of the present Laureate. Scott 
and Southey himself are also to be included in the 
same ranks, and their illustrious names will probably 
carry conviction to the minds of those readers who 

e unable or unwilling to decide the question them- 
selves. Stevens and Malone and Pinkerton, Jamieson 
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and Herbert Croft, theauthorof "Love and Madness, 
bave all drawn the sword for Chatlerton, and wielded 
it with skill, energy, and effect. 

Of all the vindicators of the reality of Rowley, 
none is more learned than Jacob Bryant i and so ably 
is his argument conducted, and so perfect a mastery 
of the subject does be exhibit, that it would not 
excite the least wander in us, if the reader, after a 
perusal of his laborious work, were to side with the 
intrepid denier of the existence of Troy, and the bold 
asserter of the ancient origin of the Kowley poems, 
provided that he came to the itivestigation for the 
first time, and had not read the arguments with 
which Bryant has been confuted. 

Our controversialist reasons in this manner. He 
asserts that the diction of Rowley is provincial, and 
after adducing many examples to support bis afGrma- 
tion, he remarks — " The transcriber has given some 
notes, in order to explain words of this nature. But 
he is often very unfortunate in bis solutions. He 
mistakes the sense grossly ; and the words liave often 
far more force and slgniQcance than he is aware of. 
This could not have been the case if he bad been the 
author. His blunders would not have turned out to 
his advantage ; nor could there have been more sense 
in the lines than in the head which conceived them. 
In short, chance could never have so contrived that 
the poetry should be beller than the purpose." 

After a few more remarks on the dialects of the 
English language, and some observations on Chatter, 
ton's ignorance of French, Latin, and Greek, whence 
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be deduces the impossibility of hia making such an 
"exotic collection" of words, Brytnt proceeds: 

" I ]aj it down for a fixed principle, tliat if a 
person transmits to me a learned and excellent com- 
position, and does not understand the context, he 
cannot he tbe author. 

" I la; it down for a certaiuty, if a person in any 
such composition has, in transcribing, varied any of 
the terms through ignorance, and the true reading 
appears from the context, that he cannot have been 
the author. If, as the ancient Vicar is said to have 
done in respect to a portion of tbe Gospel, he for 
sumptimtti reads uniformly mampiimtu, he never 
composed the treatise in wbicb he is so grossly mis- 
taken. If a person in bis notes upon a poem mistakes 
Liber Bacchus, for liber a book ; and when he meets 
with liber » book, he interprets it Sber free, he cer- 
tainly did not compose the poem where those terms 
occur 1 he bad not parts nor learning to effect it. 
In short, every writer must know his own meaning; 
and if any person, by his glossary or any other 
explanation, shews that be could not arrive at such 
meaning, he affords convincing proof that the originaj 
was by another hand. This ^orance will be found 
in Cbatterton ; and many mistakes in consequence of 
it will he seen, — of which mistakes and ignorance I 
will lay before the reader many examples. When 
these have been ascertained, let the reader judge 
whether this inexperienced and unlettered boy could 
have been the author of the poems in question." 

Mr. Bryant, in accordance with this intimation, has 
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favoured the world with a treatise of six hundred 
pages, containing Instances of Chalterton's inaccuracjr, 
witii his oirn corrections and improvements, and oc- 
casional recurrences to his first positions, and clever 
and forensic vindications of those positions. There 
Is a great deal of bistoneal, topographical, and critical 
information ; a vast amount uf antiquarian lore and 
erudite research; a strange display of patience and 
partiality; and a fixed determination never to believe 
in the genius of Chatterton, and always to maintain 
the claims of the imaginary Rowley. We will subjoin 
one instance of wliat Mr. Bryant terms the miscon- 
ceptions of Chatterton, with Mr. Malone's explana- 

" In the song to MWa, which was given to Mr. Bar- 
rett in Chalterton's band writing, two lines are found 
to be expressed in the following manner : 



But when the original parchment, which was brought 
the next day. had been cleaned and examined more 
accurately, the true reading was found to be, not 
ijTta/ninge, but t/pravucynge ; which malces, in respect 
tD sense, a material difference." 

This is Mr. Bryant's account of the matter. Mr. 
Malone diaws a very different deduction from the 
variation on which he lays so much stress. 

" In one copy of the ' Songe to ^lia,' which Chat- 
terton gave to Mr. Barrett, these lines were found — 
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Being called upon for the original, he the ne^t day 
produced a parchment containing the same poem, in 
which he had written yprauncing, instead of ifrayn- 
ing ; but by some artifice be bad obscured the MS. 
80 niucb, to give it an aocient appearance, that 
Mr. Barrett could not make out the nord with- 
out the use of galls. What follows from all this, but 
that Chatterton found, on esaminalion, that there 
i DO such word as ifrayning, and that be sutisti- 
tuted another in its place? In the saine poem he ai 
one time wrote 'locks,' 'burlie,' 'brosting,' and 
'kennest': at another, 'hairs,' 'valiant,' 'bursting,' 
and ■ bearest.' Variations of this kind he could hare 
produced without end. What he called originals, 
indeed, were probably in general more perfect than 
what be called copies ; because the former were 
always produced after the other, and were, in truth, 
lothing more than second ediitions of the Kame 

Malone was a most vigorous and acute r 
and is deservedly ranked among the first ei 
sialists on the Chatterton side of the question. He 
thus deals with the "fixed principles" of the assertei 
of the authenticity of Rowley's poems : 

" 1 cannot dismiss Mr. Bryant without taking notice 
of a position which be has laid down, and which if 
indeed the basis of almost all the ai^uments that be 
has urged to prove the authenticity of the Bristol 
MS. It is this— that as every author must know his 
own meaning, and as Chatterton has sometimes given 
wrong interpretations of words that are found ii 
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poems attributed to Rowley, he could not be the 
author of those poems." 

If Cbatterton had originally written these poems 
in the rorm in which they now appear, this argument 
might, in a doubtful question, have soma we^ht : but 
although I have as high an opinion of his abilities as 
perhaps any person whatsoever, and do indeed b 
lieve him to have been the greatest genius that 
England has produced since the days of Slialispeare, 
I am not ready to aclinowledge that he was endued 
with any miraculous powers. 

Devoted as he was from his infancy to the study of 
antiquities, he could not have been so conversant 
with ancient langu^e, or have had all the words 
necessary to be used so present to his mind, as 
write antiquated poetry of any considerable length 
off-hand. He, without doubt, wrote his verses 
plain English, and afterwards embroidered them with 
such old words as would suit the sense and met 
With these he furnished himself, sometimes probably 
from memory, and sometimes from glossaries ; and 
annexed such interpretations as he found or made. 
When he could not readily find a word that would 
suit his metre, be invented one. If then his old words 
afford some sense, and yet are sometimes interpreted 
wrong, nothing more follows than that his glos 
saries were imperfect, or hb knowledge inaccurate ■. 
still, however, be might have had a confused, though 
not a complete idea of their import. If, as the co 
mentator asserts, the words that be has explained, not 
only suit the places in which tbey stand, but are 
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often more apposite than he imagined, and hare a 
latent and significant meaning that never occnired U 
him, this will onlf show that a man's book b some 
times wiser than himself; a truth of which we hST* 
every day so many striking instances, that it was 
aearcely necessary for this learned antiquarian to have 
exhibited a new proof of it. 

Let it be considered, too, that the glossary and the 
text were not always written at the same tima ; tliat 
Chatterton might not always remember the precise 
sense in which be had used antiquated words : and, 
from a confused recollection, or from the want of the 
very same k>ooks that he had consulted while he wa* 
writing bis poems, might add sometimes a false, and 
sometimes an imperfect interpretation. This is : 
a mere hypothecs — for in one instance he knew that 
the comment was written at some interval of time 
after the text. The gloEgary of the poem entitled 
■ The English Metamorphosis,' waa written down by 
Chatterton extemporaliy, without the assistance of 
any book, at the desire, and in tbe presence, 
Mr. Barrett." 

Mr. Malone thus satisfactorily accounts for the 
inconsistency of Cbalterlon's interpretations, and for 
the misapprehension under which it must be admit- 
ted that Mr. Bryant has very convincingly demon* 
strated that the young poet laboured. Whether hia 
misconceptions really originated in the precise sources 
which Mr. Malone indicates, is foreign to the argu- 
ment, and no way affects the correctness of his logic. 
He was not obliged to show how they did arise, but 
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only how the; might ban arisen. It waa eaoi^b for 
him to account for the existence of error, without 
tracing the mode and proceasea of its existence. 

If it be conceded that the positions which the stout 
old scep^ laid down at the coromencement o! his work 
are fairlj shown to be untenable, the reader will not 
find auf difficulty in refuting the arguments which are 
adduced in the renuunder of his volume, grounded on 
Cbatterton's incapacity and ignorance, and on the fact 
that there are some verses, or scraps of verses, to be 
found in ancient poetry equally melodious with the 
tragedy of .£lla, or the Battle of Hastings. When 
we add that, to establish the antiquity of the versifica- 
tion of Rowley, and to prove that the appearance of 
novelty which it exhibits is no argument against that 
antiquity, the critic cites two passages from the poems 
of Spenser, one of which is liarsh and feeble, the 
other musical and nervous, the reader will not enter- 
tain a very high ctiaracter of the candour, or the 
poetical judgment of this celebrated controversialist. 

The last of the combatants engaged in the Chatter, 
tonian war, whom we shall mention, is Thomas War- 
ton, the Professor of Poetry in IheUniversiiy of Oxford. 
In the twenty-sixth section of his " History of En- 
glish Poetry," he has furnished us with a complete 
analysis of the Rowley Poems, and perhaps a more 
judicious method of conducting the argument could 
not have been adopted. He supports bis view of the 
question by demonstrating that the writing of the 
parchment which contained the Ode to MDa, the 
Epistle to Lydgate, with his Answer, was, in the 
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opinion of an ingenious critic and an intelligent anti- 
quary, a gross and palpable forgery i that the form of 
the letters in the parchment differed very essentially 
from every one of our earlier alphabets ; that the 
characters nanted consistency and uniformity; that 
the appearance of antiquity had been attempted by 
the application of ochre, which was easily rubbed off 
with a linen cloth ; that the original manuscript, con- 
taining the Accounte of W. Cannynge's Feast, is 
totally unlike the three or four authentic manuscripts 
of the lime of Edward the Fourtb, with which it was 
compared ; and that the style and drawing of the 
armorial bearings depicted in it discover the hand of 
a modern herald. This is an analysis of his external 
ai^ument. 

The internal evidences of the fabrication of the 
Poems are, an unnatural affectation of ancient spelling 
and of obsolete words not belonging to the period 
ass^ned them : combinations of old words which 
never existed in the unpolished state of the English 
language ; an artificial misapplication of antiquated 
diction ; and the poet's forgetfulness of his assumed 
character, displayed in the perspicuity and freedom 
from uncouth expressions which not unfrequentlj 
characterize his productions. 

Among the internal evidences he numbers many 
anachronisms. In the Battle of Hastings, Turgot 
has anticipated every conjecture of the moderns as 
r^ards the origin of Stonebenge. It is called by him 
a Druidical temple ; whereas the established and 
uniform opinion of the Welsh and Armorican bards. 
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and of Ibe historians and chroniclers through suc- 
sive ages, indicates that it nas erected in memory 
of Hengist's massacre. 

In the Epistle to Lydgate, the impropriety of 
religious dramas is condemned, and some great story 
of human manners is recommended as most suitable 
for theatrical representation : but nhen we reflect 
that this opinion would have exposed the writer to 
the censures of the Church, and that it was not till 
the lapse of another century that the true philosophy 
of the drama was understood in the lowest degree in 
this country, we are constrained to acknowledge that 
thb could not be the doctrine inculcated by a priest 
in the reign of the Fourth Edward. 

Warton next adduces the inequality so conspicuous 
in the productions of our old writers, but without its 
counlerpait in the Rowley Poems, as an additional 
proof of their modern origin. In the former splendid 
descriptions, poetical imagery and ornamental com- 
parisons occur bnt rarely ; while the latter are, 
throughout, poetical and animated. Our old Gnglbh 
bards abound in unnatural conceptions, strange ima- 
ginations, and ridiculous absurdities ; hut Rowley's 
poems present us with no incongruous combinations, 
o mixture of manners, institutions, customs, and cha- 
icters. The anachronisms in the Battle of Hastings 
re such as no old poet could possible have fallen into, 
and betray an unskilful imitation of ancient 
The ferses of Lydgale and his immediate ; 
are often rugged and unmusical ; but Rowley's poetry 
sustains one uniform tone of harmony ; and if we 
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brush antj tbe asperities of the antiquated spelling, 
conveys its cultivated imagery in a polished and 
agreeable attain of versification. 

Id conclusion, Warton gives it as bis opinion that 
tbe real aulhor of these poems was Chatterton : he 
supports this opinion hy the merit of his acknow. 
ledged compositions; by tbe testimony of those who 
were acquainted with bis conversation ; by the vast 
acquisitions of knowledge which be bad attained ; and 
by the possession of that comprehensiveness of mind, 
and activity of understanding, which predominated 
over his situation in life, and his opportunities of 
instruction I by his propensity to literary forgery i 
by his predilection for the study of antiquities ; and by 
his enterprising and ambitious character : and the 
necessity which constrained him to sulwist by eipedi- 
ents. 

Such is the acute and simple reasoning of the Ox- 
ford Professor. To the writer of this essay it seems 
unanswerable. It is based not on probabililieB, or 
arguments drawn from incidental verisimilitudes, but 
on the eternal and indestructible principles of poetical 
thought and composition ; on analogy, on experiment, 
on comparison. 

We have endeavoured to furnish the reader with a 
brief but comprehensive account of this celebrated 
controversy. It would have been easy to analyse 
the whole works of the different controversialists on 
each ude of the question : but as in that case we 
must have added at least another volume to tbe 
edition of Chatterlon's poema now given to the world. 
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we concluded that it would be the more adviaable 
course to draw up a short account of the principal 
assertera of the ancient origin of the Rowley Poems, 
with the answers which have been returned by those 
who believe in the genius and acquirements of the 
marvellous Boy of Bristol. 
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ROWLEY POEMS. 



aSrfstotDt ^ragtlitt; 

<^, SIk 9tt|t of Sift (S^Us ItetDllin.' 



The feathered aongater chaunticleer 
Hbd wounde hys bugle borne, 

And tolde the earlie vill^er 
The commynge of the mome: 

Eynge Edirarde sawe the raddie streakea 
Of lyghte eclypse the greie; 

And herde the raven's crokynge throte 
Proclayme the fated dale. 
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" Thou'rt ryghte," quod hee, " for, by the Godde 
That syttes enthron'd on hyghe I 
Charlet Bawdln, and hys fellowes tmune. 
To daie shall surelie die." 

Thenne wythe a jugge of nappy ale 

Hya Rnyghtes dydd onne bymm waite; 
" Goe tell the traytour, thatt to daie 
Hee leaves thys mortall state." 

Syr Canterlone thenne bendedd lowe, 
Wythe harte brymm-fulle of woe; 

Hee journey'd to the castle-gate, 
And to Syr Charles dydd goe. 

But whenne he« came, hys children tnaine. 

And eke hys lovynge wyfe, 
Wythe brinie tears dydd wett the floore. 

For goode Syr ChaTlesea lyfe. 

" O goode Syr Charles ! " «ayd Cantetlone, 

" Badde tydinga I doe brynge." 
" Speke holdlie, manne," aayd brave Syr Charles, 
" Whatte says thie trayCor kynge?" 



" I greeve to telle, before yonne son 

Does fiomme the welkin flye, 

Hee bathe uponne hys honnour si 

Thatt thou shall surehe die." 
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" Wee all mmt die," quod brave Sjt Charles, 
" Of thalCe I'm not afFearde ; 
Whatte booles to l^e a little apace? 
" Thanke Jesu, I'm prepar'd: 

K. 

" Butt telle thje kynge, for myne hee's not, 
I'de sooner die to dale 
Tbanne lyre hys slave, as manie are, 
Tbo' I shoulde lyve for ale." 

Thenne Canterlone hee dydd goe out. 

To tell the taaiot straite 
To gett all tbynges ynn reddyneaa 

For goode Syr Cbarlea'a fate. 

Thenne Maisterr Canynge saughte the kynge. 
And felle down onne hya knee; 
" I'm come," quod hee, " unto your grace 
To move your Clemen eye." 

Thenne quod the kynge, " youre tale speke out, 
You have been much oure friende : 

Whatever youre request may bee. 
Wee wylle to ytte attende." 

" My nobile leigel all6 my request 
Ys for a nobQe knyghte. 
Who, tho' mayhap hee has donne wronge, 
Hee thoughte ytte Btylle was rygbte : 
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" Hee has a spouse and children twaiae, 
AUe rewyn'd ' are for aie i 
Yff thatt you are resolVd to lett 
Charles Bawdin die to dde." 

" Speke nott of such a traytour vile." 
The tynge ynne furie sayde i 
Before the evening starre doth sheene, 
Bawdin stiall loose hys Itedde: 

" Justice does londlie for hym calle. 
And hee shalle have hys meede : 
Speke, Maister Canynge 1 Whatte thynge el 
Att present doe you neede ? " 

" My oobile leige," goode Canynge sayde, 
" Leave justice to our Godde, 
And laye the yronne rule asyde i 
Be thyne the olyve rodde. 
sn. 
" Was Godde to sercfae our hertes and reines. 
The best were synners grete; 
Christ's vycarr only knowes ne syone, 
Ynne alle thys moitall state. 
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" Lette mercie mle thyne infante leigne, 
'Twylle faste tbye crowne falle sure : 
From race to race thy fiuntlie 
Alls sov'reigDB shall endure : 

" But yff Wythe bloode and slaughter thou 
Begione thy infante reigne, 
Thy crowne uponne thy chUdrennes hrows 
Wylle never long remayne," 

" Canynge, awaie t thya traytour vile 
Has scom'd my power and mee : 
Howe canst thou thenne for such amanne 
Intreate my clemencye?" 

" Hie nobtte le^e I the tnilie brave 
WyQe Tal'roua actions prize, 
Respect a brave and nobiie mynde, 
Altho' ynne 



" Canynge, awaie I By Godde ynne Heav'n 
Thatt dydd mee being gyve, 
I wyHe nott taste a bitt of breade 
Whilst thys Syr Charles dotbe lyve, 

" Bie Uarie, and alle S^nctes ynne Heavn, 
Thys sunne shall be hya laate i" 
Thenne Canynge dropt a brinle teare. 
And from the presence paste. 
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Wyth herte brymm-folle of gaawynge grief, 

Hee to Syr Charles dydd goe. 
And salt hytnni donne uponoe a etoole. 

And teares beganne to flowe.' 

" Wee alle must die," quod brave Sjt Cities; 
" Whatte bootes ytte howe or whenne i 
Delhe ys the aure, the ceitaine fate 
Of all wee mottall menne. 



" Saye, why, my friend, ihie honeal soul 
Bunns overr att thyne eye i 
Is ytte foi my moat welcome doome 
Tliatt thou doste child-lyke crye ?" 

Quod godJie Canynge, " I doe weepe, 
Thatt thou soe soone mual dye. 

And lesve thy sonnes and helpless wyfe t 
'Tys thys Cbatt wettes myne eye." 

" Thenoe drie the lewes thatt out thyne eye 
From godlie fouDtuDes spryoge i 
Dethe I despise, and alle tbo power 
Of Edwarde, traytor kyi^e. 




iz=rtNGoogle 



BRISTOffE TBAOKtIIR. 



" Whan throngb the tyrant's wetcom means 
I sball resigne my lyfe, 
The Gcklde I serve irylle Btxmv prOTyde 
For botbfl mye aonnes and wyfe. 

" Beroce I save the lyghtsome suone, 
Th js was appc'mted mee ; 
Shall mortal manne repyne or grudgo 
Whatt Goddeordeynestobee? 
xixni. 
" Hone oft ynne baltaile hate I stooda. 
Whan thousandii dy'd arouode ; 
Whan smokynge atreemes of crimson bloode 
Imbrew'd the ffttlen'd grounde i 
xxziv. 
" Howe dydd I knoire thatt et'ry darte. 
That cutte the airie waie, 
Myghte nolt fynde passage toe my harte, 
And dose myne eyes for aie f 

" And sball I nowe, fan feere of dethe, 
Looke wanDQ and bee dysmayde ? 
Ne 1 ftomme my berte Sie cbildyshe feere, 
Bee alle the msDnfl dlsplay'd. 

"Ah! goddelyke Heurle! Oodde forefende, 
And guarde thee and thye sonne, 
Tff 'tis hys wyUe ; but yff 'tis nott. 
Why thenne hys wylle bee doane. 
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" Mj honest ftiende, my faulte has beene 
To serve Godde and mye prynce ; 
And thatt I no tyme-server am. 
My dethe wyDe soone convynce. 

" Tnne Londoane citye was I borne, 

Of parents of grete note ; 

My fadre dydd a nobile annes 

Emblazon onne hys cote : 

" I make ne doubte butt hee ys gone 

Where soone I hope to goe ; 

Wbeie wee for ever shall bee blest. 

From oute the leech of woe ■. 

" Hee taogbte mee justice and the laws 
Wytb pitie to unite ; 
And eke bee taughte mee howe to knowe 
The WTonge cause fromme the ryghte :* 

« Hoe taughte mee wythe a prudent hande 
To feede the hungrie poore, 
Ne lette mye servants dryvo awaie 
The bungrie fromme my doore : 



burden of denrlt^ 



iat FftthetluU; the pleuuru oT Tlitua ftnd the nwftrdt at nl 
wM^ V* » freqaentlj DMndanfld In thefa poemif though thi 
not mftd« their proper ImpnaklDU an hla heart! — Diaw Uille*, 
[nen mi more oT truth in thlj remark} end leu of irony 
the nnbT Deui bni^iwd.— Ed.] 
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" And none can saye butt (die mye lyfe 
I have hys wordyea kept ; 
And summ'd tbe actyonns of the dale 
Eche nyghte before I slept.' 

" I have a Bpouae, goe aske of her, 
Y£F Idefyl'dherhedde? 
I have a kynge, and none can lale 
Blacke treason onne my hedde. 

" Tnne Lent, and onne the holie eve, 
Frominefleshe I dydd Tefraynei 
Whie should I thenne appeare dismay'd 
To leave thys irorlde of payne? 

XLV. 

" Ne! hapless Henrie ! I rejoyce, 
I shalle ne see thye dethe; 
Moste willynglie ynne thye just cause 
Doe I resign my btethe. 



mMk Bntiquitj, but t 



Id Ihe mui ! he neaki Ihe tnitb, 

II dF Ihe bAllad, ni> effect La owId; U 
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XL VI. 

" Oh, fickle people t Tewyn'd londel 
Thou nylt keDDe peace ne moe : 
Whyle Bichard's sonnes exalt themselree, 
Th;e brookes irythe bloode wylle flows. 

" Sale, were ye tyr'd of godlie peace, 
And godlie Henrie'e reigne, 
Thatt you dydd choppe youre easie daiea 
For those of bloude and peyne? 

" Wfaatte tho' I onne a sledde* bee drawne, 
And mangled by a hynde, 
I doe defye the tnytei's pow'r, 
Hee can ne hann my mynde ; 

" Whatte tho', uphoisted onne a pole, 
Mye lymbes shall rotte ynne ayre. 
And ne ryche monnment of brasse 
Charles Bawdtn's name shall bear ; 

" Yett ynne the holie booke above, 
Whyche tyme can't eate awaie. 
There wythe the servants of the Lorde 
Mye name shall lyve for aie. 



• 'Bl*ddg,'lInlcBj deurlbod taf Biilc; u Iht fa 
Ion mra dnggid to EumtlDn. Vtiti bj Chanci 
trmUing nbida — "So Ihil 4I tiibulaciDii ^don 
(idJogandlij'iiii'piUu and tf hif tkriu ihalie mc 
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" Tbenoe welcome dethe I tat l;fe eteme 
I leave thf b moitall lyfe : 
Farewell, vayne woilde, and aSe that's deue, 
M;e sonnes and lovynge wjfe I 

" Nowe dethe as welcome to inee comes. 

As e'eT tbe moneth of Hide ; 

Nor woaMe I e»en wyshe to lyve, 

Wyth my dere wyfe to staie." 

Qnod Canyn^e, " *Tys a goodlie thynge 

To bee prepar'd to die ; 
And from tfays world of peyne and grefe 

To Godde ynne HeaT'n to flie." 

And nowe the bell b^anne to toQe, 

And claryonnes to sounde i 
Syi Cbules hee beide tbe hones' feete 

A prauncing onne the grounds: 

And just before tha officers 

His loTynge wyfe came ynne, 
Weepynge unfeigned teeres of woe. 

Wythe loude and dysmalle dynue. 

LVI. 

" Sweet Florence ! nowe I piaie forbere, 

Ynne quiet lett mee die; 
Praie Godde, thatt er'ry Christian souie 

Maye loolte oune dethe as I. 
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" Sweet Florence ! wliy these biinie teetes ? 
Theye washe my soule awaie. 
And almost make mee wyghe foi Iffe, 
Wythe thee, sweete dame, to stale, 

" 'Tys butt a journie I shalle goe 
Unloe the lands of blysse ; 
None, 83 a proofe of husbande'a love. 
Receive thya holie kygae." 

Thenne Florence, fanlt'ring ynne her sale, 

Tremblynge theie wordyes spoke, 
" Ab, crnele Edwaide 1 bloudie kynge I 
My herte ya welle nyghe broke : 

*■ Ah, Bweete Syr Charles ! why wylt thou goe, 
Wythoute thye lovynge wyfe? 
The cruelle axe thatt cuttes thye necke, 
Ytte eke shall ende mye Ijfe." 

And no we the officers came ynne 

To brynge Syr Charles awue, 
Whoe turnedd toe hys lovynge wyfe. 

And thus to ber dydd sale : 

" I goe to lyfe, and nott to dethe ; 
Tniste thou ynne Godde above. 
And teache thye sonnes to feare the Lorde, 
And ynne theyre hertes hyra love : 
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'■ Teftche then to ninne the nobile race 
Tbatt I ttaeyre fader runne : 
Florence I shou'd dethe thee take — adieu! 
Yee officers, leade onne." 

Thenne Florence rav'd as anie roadde. 
And dydd her tressea tere ; 
" Oh! stale, mye husbands ! lorde! and Ijfel"- 
S;r Charles thenne dropt a teare. 

'Tyll tyredd oute wythe ravynge loud, 

Shee fellen onne the ilore ; 
Syr Charles exerted alle hys myghte. 

And march'd fromme oute the dore. 

Uponne a sledde hee mounted thenne, 
Wythe lookes folle brave and swete j 

Lookes, thatt enshone ' oe more concern 
Thanne anie ynne the strete. 

Before hym went the council-menne, 

Ynne Scarlett robes and golde. 
And tassils spanglynge ynne the sunne, 
Muche glorious to beholde : 
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The Freers of Seincte Aogustyne next 

Appeared to the syghte, 
Alle cUdd ynne homelie masett weedee, 

Ofgodlie monkysh plyghte; 

Ynne d'lffrannt partes a godlie psaume 
Moste sweetlie iheye dydd chaunl -, 

Behyode they re back^a syx mynstrelles eune, 
Who tun'd the strunge bataunt.' 

Theane fyre-and-tnentye archers came ; 

Echone the bowe.dydd bende, 
From rescue of kynge Henrie's friends 

Syr Cbarles fori to defend. 

Bolde as a lyon came Syr Charles, 
Drawne onne a clothe-layde sledde, 

Bye two blacke stedea ynne trappynges white, 
Wyth plumes uponne tbeyre hedde ; 

Bebynde hym fyTe-and-twentye moe 

Of archers stronge and stonte, 
Wytb bended bowe echone ynne hands, 

Marched ynne goodlie route ; 
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Seincte Jameses Fieere marched next, 
Echone bys parte dydd chaunt ; 

fiebynde theyre b&ckes syx mynstrelles cami 
Who tun'd the slnioge bataiint : 

Tbenne came the maior and eldermenne, 

Ynne clothe of Scarlett deck't ; 
And theyre attendyng meone echone, 

Lf ke Easterns princes trickt :* 

And after them, a multitude 

Of citizenns dydd throngs ; 
The wyndowea were alle fulle of heddes. 

As hee dydd passe slooge. 

And whenne hee came to the hyghe crosse, 
Syr Charles dydd ttirne and sale, 
" O ThoD, thatt savesl manne fcomoie synne, 
Washe myesoule clean thya dale!" 



At the grete mynsterr wyndowe sat 
The kynge ynne myckle state, 

To see Charles Badvrin goe alonge 
To hys most welcom fate. 
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Soone as the sledde drewe nyghe enone, 
Thatt Ednaide bee myghle heare. 

The brave Sf r Charles hee d;dd stande uppe. 
And thus b;a wordes declare; 

" Thou seest inee, Edwarde I traytour vile I 
Espos'd to infamie i 
Butt bee assur'd, disioyall manne ! 
I'm greateiT no we thanne thee. 

" Bye foule proceedynga, murdre, bloude. 
Thou wearest nowe a crowne; 
And haat appoynted mee to dye. 
By power nott thyne owne, 

LXSSI. 

" Thou thynkest I shall dye lo-daie ; 
I have beene dede 'till nowe, 
Aod soone shall lyve to weare a crowne 
For aie uponne my browe i 

" Whylst thou, perhappa, for aom few yeares, 
Shalt rule tbja fickle lande, 
To lett them knowe howe wyde the rule 
'TwUt kynge and tyrant hande: 

" Thye pow'r unjust, thou traytour slave ! 
Shall falle onne Ibye owne bedde"— 
Fromme out of hearyng of the kynge 
Departed thenne the sledde. 
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Kynge Edmrde's sonle ruah'd to hys bee, 

Hee tura'd hys bedde «waie. 
And to hys broder Gloucester 

Hee thus dydd speke and saie: 

" To hym that soe-much- dreaded dethe 

Ne ghastlie terrors brynge, 
Beholde the mtune I hee spake the tnithe, 
Hee's greater thanQs a kynge 1" 

" Soe lett hym die 1" Duke Richard sayde ; 
" And maye echone oure foes 
Bende downe theyre neckee to bloudieaxe, 
And t'eede the carryon crowes." 

And nowe the horses gentlie drewe 
Syr Charles uppe the hyghe hylle ; 

The axe dydd glysterr ynne the snnne, 
Hys pretioua bloude to spylle. 



Syi Charlm dydd uppe the acaffoldgoe. 

As uppe a gilded carre 
Of victorye, bye Tal'roue chiefs 

Gayn'd yooe the bloudie warre : 

And to the people hee dydd sale, 
" Beholde you see inee dye. 
For servynge loyally mye kynge, 
Mye kyt^e most rigbtfuUie. 



ilz-MNGoOgIc 



" Aa long as Ednarde rules tbjs lande, 
Ne quiet JQU wylle knowe ; 

Youre sonnea and husbandes shalle bee slayne. 
And brookea wytbe bloude shalle flowe. 

" You leave youre goode and lanfulle tynge, 
Whenne ynne adversitye ; 
Lyke mee, untoe the true cause styclte; 
And for the true cause dye." 

Thenne hee, wyth preestes, uponne bys knees, 

A pray'r to Godde dydd make, 
Beseechynge hym unto hymselfe 

Hys partynge soule to take. 

Thenne, kneelynge downe, bee layd hya hedde 

Most seemlie onne the blocke; 
Whyche fronime bys hodie fayre at once 

Tbe able heddes-manne Etioke ; 

And oute the bloude beganne to flowe, 
And rounde the scaflblde twyne ; 

And teares, enowe to washe't awaie, 
Dydd flowe fromnie each maon's eyne. 

The bloudie axe bys bodie fayre 

Ynnio foure parties cutte ; 
And ev'rye parte, and eke hys hedde, 

Uponne a pole was putte. 
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One parte dydd rotte onne Kjnwulph-hylle.* 

One onne the mynster- toner. 
And one from off the castle-gate 

The crowen dydd devoure; 

The other onne Sejncte Powle's" goode gate, 

A dreery spectacle j 
Hys bedde was plac'd onne the hyghe crosae, 

Ynne hyghe-streete moat nobile. 

Thus was the ende of Bandin's fate : 
Godde prosper longe oure kynge. 

And grante hee maye, ivyth Bawdin's aoule, 
Ynne heav'n Godd's mercie synge !" 



II The Brlslowe Trageiy, or tl 



E iljle.— Dh. 



X from Chslterton'i liilei, tal publitheJ in Soather'i 

Brth^lhewuttieMtliorofthitpoein. It wiU nol prone 
ig M the rwdei lo penits the vwLoui opinioiu of out 
nt lluturj men, on the lubject of (he tatgeij, if we nuit 

iiUlenciei of ChntUrtaii'iEonduct and ohuuter mi; bi. 



■n (tir Iheli otlglnnl 
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" HiTlng tnlalligiBcc ttait Oui Tngedf of 



but uniuettufDlJr, UawiUla; iiich & bwiutvcnB pice* ibould b* 
]oiit.IhiTei]o«debDldbimppl7lD jon; wrenl fvntlBHicD of Jeunliig> 
who hjiTe HVD it, JoJD wilb me in prkiBlng it. I am ^ from hATing 
Any mflmiuvj Tkwt ttn DijKlf In tbia k^it, And, vu t nblv, woqU 
print it u mj own riique. It it > perfect tngedr i Iba plot c1»r, Ibc 
Ungtuge ipiriud, indlbeiangi (Intenpened in It) in Bowing, poetl- 
cbI, uil elegutii rimpla. Tbe ■imilu ue jndiciaiuli ippllad, ud 
tliDUEfawtota in the reign of Heal? VI., not inferior to mui; of [be 

D» to da lhi> i(, (0 coDviDce the world tbil the monki (of wbom 

gBoerally tboa^ht, Hod LbHt good poetry migbt be wrote in the dnrk 
daji of flopenlLtion, u well u in theta more enlightened «ge4- As 



impren tb* mntter-of-fAct bookseller with the ImporLance of goring 
tbil Trlgedj to the world, mnd the poor porfi ollilt wu rejented. 
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EPISTLE TO MASTRE CANYNGE 
ON jELLA." 



'Tts songe bie mynst relies, thatte ;n auntjent' t;m. 
Whan Reaaonn hylt' herselfe ia cloudes of nyghte. 
The preeste delyvered alle the lege ■ yn rhjm ; 
Lyche p^yncted* tylEynge-speaies to please the syghte. 
The whyche yn yttea feile' use doe make moke ' dere,' 
Syke dyd theire auDcyanle lee' deftlie* delyghte the eare. 



Cinynge, conUio ipedmeni of Ibe ■ntlioi'i abilltiM In Judlclo 
iBferior lo Ht. Pope, imd (aUciiring Cir Die diSerenQs In lugu 



• Hid, concealed. 'Lib. 

9 Bad, pBrnlciou. 'Uucb. 

• Bong. > Swoefly, igreenblr- 
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Peichaunce yn Vyrtnes gare" rhjm mote bee thenne, 
Butte efte" nowe fljeth to the odher sjrde; 
In halUe" preeste apperes the ribaudes" peDne, 
Inne lithie" moncke ipperes the barronnes prjde : 
But rhym wythe Bomme, as nedere" widhoul teetbe, I 
Make pleasauDce to the sense, bottemuedolytte scathe" 



Syr Johns, a kn^hte, who hath a barne of lore," 
Kenns^Latyn att fyrst syghte from FrencheorGreke; 
P^htethe" hys knowlachynge" ten yeres or more. 
To rynge upon the Latynne worde to speke. 
Whoever spekethe Englysch ys deapysed. 
The Englysch hym to please moate fiyrste b« latynized." 



Yevyan, a moncke, a good reqaiem ■* syngea ; 
Can preadieao irde, eche h y nde^ ya tneneynge knowe^ 
Albeytte tbeee godo guyfts" awaie he flynges, 
Beeynge as badde yn vearse as goode yn prose. 
Hee synges of seynctes who dyed for yer Godde, 
Everych wynter nyghte afresche heaheddes Iheyi blodde. 
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To luaydeas, hnswyfes, and nnlored" dames, 
Hee ledea hys tales of merry ment and woe. 
Louche" loudlie dynneth" from the dolle' ■drantes;'* 
He Bwelles on laudes" of fooles, Iho' kennes" faem soe, 
Sommetyme at tragedie theie langbe and aynge, 
A t nienie yaped'Vage'^oinine hard-d rayned water brynge. 



Yette Vevyan ys ne foole, beyinde" hys lynes. 
GeotVoie makes vearse, as handycraftes theyi ware; 
Wordeswythoute sense full groSyngelye'*he twynea, 
Cotteynge" hys storie off as wythea sheere; 
Waytes" monthes on nothynge, and hys storie donne, 
Nemoe you from ytte kenn.than gyf " you neere begonoe. 



Enowe of odbers ; of mieselfe to write, 
Requyrynge wbatt I doe notte nowe possess, 
To you I leave the taske ; I kenne your myghte 
Wyll make mie faultea, mie meynte" of faultes, be less. 
£lli WTtbe thys 1 sende, and hope that you 
Wylle from ytte cast awaie, whatte lynes mue be untrue. 
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Playes made from hallie" tales I holde u 
Lette Bomme greate storie of a manne be aonge; 
Whanne, as a manne, we Godde and Jesus treate. 
In mie pore mjnde, ne doe the Godhedde wronge. 
Botle lelte ne woides, whyche drooiie" mote ne beare. 
Bee placed jn (be same. Adieu untjlle anere." 

THOMAS EOWLEIE." 



" ' Modotty,' iw.-cordiBg lo Chatleilo 
^ it eiideull]' meuil 'Mendsblp,' m 



•■ It wu not in book! onlr U 



ththei. 
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LETTER TO MASTRE CANYNGE. 



LETTER 
TO THE DYGNE MASTRE CANYNGE.* 



STB40NQE dome ytte ys, that, yn these dales of oures, 
Nete' butte a bare recytalfe can hav place; 
Nowe shapelie poesie hath loste yttes powers. 
And pynant' hysCorie ys onlie grace ; 
Heie' pycke up wolsome' weedes, ynstedde of floners. 
And famylies, ynstedde of wytte, Iheie trace; 
Nowe poesie canne meele wythe ne regrate," 
Whylste prose, aod herehaughtrie,' ryse yn estate< 



ali Blbnjed farly piognciatici of wiidom and abilii;. He 

Idwta FulfOrd wm »»uieil for treuon. Can;Dgs pleided tor him 
LDd the hflBuUful chorch of 
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Lette kjnges, and rulers, whan heie gajDe a throne. 
Shew nhatt tbeyre graiidaieres, and great gnndueres 

Emarachalled ' annes. jatte, ne before theyre owne. 
Now raung'd wythe whatt yeLr fadrea ban before ; 
Lette trades, and toune fokk, lett syke' thynges alone, 
Ne fyghte for sable yn a fielde of aure ;* 
Seldomm, or never, are armet vyrtues mede, 
Shee nillynge" to take myckle" aie dotbe bede. 



A man aBCannse" uponn a piece maye looke. 
And shake hyi hedde to styre hys rede" abonle; 
Qnod he, gjt I Bskaunted" oere thyg booke, 
Schnlde fynde thereyn that trouthe yi left wythoute ; 
Eke," gyf" unto a view percase" I tooke 
The loi^ beade-tolle of al the wrytynge route, 
Asserius, Ingolpbus, Tor^tte, Bedde, 
Tborow bem" al nete lyche ytte I conlde rede 



Pardon, yee Gruebarbe»," gyfF I saie, onwise 
Yee are to stycke so close and bysmarel'ie* 
To hystorie ; you doe ytte tooe moche pryze, 
Whyche Bmenused" thoughtes of poesie ; 



'* GnylwHrdL ■ Cimoiulr, 1 L jugmd . 
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Somme dr^bblelle" share ;au shoulde to yatte" alyse," 
Nott makynge everycbe thynge bee hystorie; 
lostedde of roountynge onn a wynged hocse, 
Yoii onn a rouncy " dryve ynn doleful! course. 



Canynge and I from cororaon course dyssente ; 
Wee ryde the atede, botte yev" to hym the reene t 
Ne wylle betweene erased" molterynge"bookes bepente, 
Botte soare on hyghe, and yii the sonne-bemes sheene; 
And where wee kenn somme isbad" floures besprente," 
We take ytte, and from oulde rouste doe ytte dene ; 
Wee wylle ne cheynedd to one pasture bee, 
Botte sonetymes soare 'hove troutbe of hystorie. 



Sale, Canynge, whatt was vearse yn dues of yore ? 
Fyne tboughtes, and couplettes fetyvelie" bewtyen," 
Notte syke as doe annoie thys age so sore, 
A keppeiied" poyntelle" restynge at eche lyne. 
Vearse maie be goode, bolte poesie wantes more. 
An enlist" lecturn," and a songe adygne ;" 
Accordynge to the rule I have thys wroughte, 
GyfiF ytt please Canynge, 1 care notte a groate. 



" DscUied. eipreaud, diiplajred. 
■* Apen, uiedniBUphorloiillT »i» 
B Baundleu. » SnltJecl, U ctun 
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The thynge ytts moste bee yttes owne defense i 
Som metre mate notte please a woinannes ear. 
Canynge looker notte for poesie, bolte sense; 
And dygne, and wordie" ihoughles, ys all hya ci 
Canynge, adieu 1 I do you greete from hence ; 

I soone I hope to ta^te of your good cheere : 
Goode Byshoppe Carpyntei dyd bjd mee saie, 
Hee wyscfae* you healtbe and selinesse* for aie. 



T. ROWLEIE. 






e blocMlj dajga oT 



let of treuhecT ngiiliut Biciha that night; and aa Utt lucci 
he hid giTcn to hlmielT, in which the dijtnu of the tragnlf coi 
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ENTKODUCTIONNE. 



ENTRODUCTIONNE. 



SoHME cherisaunei' 'tys to gentle mynde. 
Whan theie have chevyced' theyre londe from bayne,' 
Whan tbeie ar dedd, theie leave yer name behynde. 
And tbeyre goode deedes doe on the earthe reniayne ; 

I Downe yn the grave wee ynhyme' everych steyne.' 
Whylest al her' gentlenesae ys made to sbeene, 

I Lyche fetyve' baubels' geasonne' to be aeene. 

JElla, the wardenne of tbys" castell" stede, 
Whylest Saxons dyd the Englysohe sceptre swaie. 
Who made whole troopes of Dacyan men to blede, 
Then seel'd" hys eyne, and seeled bys eyne for tie, 
e hym uppe before the judgment dale, 
e what he, as clergyond," can kenne, 
And howe hee sojourned in the vale of m 
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PERSON NES 



Odknr Putn Ue Kinsa 



!, (atl Briitowe). 
Bbfokb yonne roddie sonne has droove hia wayne 
Throne half his joornie, djglite' yn ^t«s' of gaulde, 
Mm, happeless me, hee wylle a wretche behoulde, 
Mieselfe, and al thafs myne, bounde ynne myschaunces 
chayne. 
Ah I Biriha, whie did Nature frame thee fayre ? 
Whie ait thou all thatt poynteile* caune bewKeoe?' 
Whte art thou nott as coarse as odbers are? — 
Botte thenn thie soughle woulde (hiowe th; vysage 

Yatt shemres' on thie comelie semlykeene,' 
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Lyche nottebrowne cloudes, whann bie the sonne 

made redde, 
Orr Bcarlette, wyth mylde' lynnen clothe jwreene,* 
Syke' would thie spryte upponn tfaje vygage spredde. 
Thys daie htave MH» dotbe thyne honde and bane 

CUyme as hyg owne to be, wbyche nee fromra hys mostt 
parte. 
And cann I lyve to aee herr wytbe anere!* 
Ytt cannotte, muste Dotte, naie, ytt shalle not bee. 
Thys nyghte I'll putte Btronge poysonn ynn the beere, 
And bymm, herr, and myselfe, attenes' wyll alea. 
Assyst mee, Hellel lett Devylles rounde mee tendo, 

To sleamieBelfe, mie love, andeke mie doughtie* friende. 



Nolte, wb&ane the hallie' prieste dyd make me 

knyghte, 
Bleasynge the weaponne, tellynge future dede, 
Howe bie mie hoode the prevyd' Danesboulde blede, 
Howe I scbulde often bee, and often wynne, ynn fyghte; 
Notte. whann 1 fyrste behelde thie beauteous hue, 
Whycbe atrooke mie mynde, and roused my softer 

Nott, whann from the barbed' horse yn fyghte dyd 
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The flying Dacians oere the wyde pUjne roule, 
Whan all the troopes of Denniarque made grete dole,' 
Dydd I fele joie wyth syie reddoure' as nowe, 
Whann hallie preest, the lechenianne' of the soule, 
Djdd knytte us both jnn a caytysnede' vowe: 
Now hallie' ^lla'a selynesse* ya grate ; 
Shap' haveth nowe ymade hys woea for lo emmate.* 



Mielorde, and husbande, syke' a joie ia myne; 
Botte maydeo modestie moste ne soe aaie, 
Albeytte thou may est rede ytt ynn myne eyne, 
Or ynn myne harte, where thou shalte be for ide 
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Inne sotbe. I have botte meeded' otile thie faie ;• 
For twelve Ijrmea twelve the mone batb bin yblente,* 

As manie tymes bathe vyed' the Godde of daie, 
And on the grasse her lemes' of aylverr sente, 
Syihe thou dydst cheese' mee for thie swote' to bee, 
Enactynge' ynn the same moste faiefullie to mee. 

OfCe have 1 seene thee atte the none-daie feaate, 
Whanne deysde* bie thieselfe, for wante of pheeres," 
Airhylsl thie merTyemen" dydde laughe and jeaste, 
Onn niee thou seiaest all eyne, to mee all eares. 
Thou wardest" mee as gyff" ynn hondred feeres, 
Alest" a daygnoua" looke to thee be sente, 
And oirrendes"inademee, moethannyie compheeres," ' 
Offe scarpea" of scartette, and fyne paramente ;'* 
All thie yntente to please was lyssed" to mee, 
I sue ytt, I moste streve" thatt you ameded" bee. 



Mie lyltel kyndnesses whyche I dydd doe, 
Thie gentleness doth corven" them soe grete, 
Lychebawsyn" olyphauntes" mie gnattea doe shewe; 
Thou doest mie thoughtes of paying love amate.<° 
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Botte hann mie actfonns stroughte' the rolle of fatCi 
Pjghte' tbee framm hell, or brought heaven down 

to thee, 
Layde the whol worlds a falldstole' atte thie feete, 
One smyle would be snffycyll* mede' for mee. 
I amm loves botro'r, and canne never paie, 
Bott be hjB borrower stjUe, and thyne, mie swete, foraie. 



Lo7e, doe notte rate your achevmenta* aoe smalle; 

As I to you, syke love untoe mee beare; 

For nothynge paste will Birtha ever call, 

Ne on a foode from heaven ihynke to cbeere. 

Aa fur as tbys frayle brutylle* flesch wylle spere,* 

Syke, and ne fardber I especte of you ; 

Be notte toe slack yn love, ne overdeare ; 

A snudle fyre, yan a loud flame, proves more true. 



Thie gentle wordia toe thie volunde* kenne'* 
To1>eemoeclergionde"tbannysynn meyncteof menne. 



L* Hiike kDown. 
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.BLU, BUTBA, CILMOKDI, NIRITULLKB.' 
CELHONDB. 

Alle blessfoges sbowre on gentle Ella's hedde I 
Oft m^e the moone, yn sylverr aheenynge lyghte, 
Inne varied cbaungea varyed blessyages ahedde, 
Besprengeynge* far abrode mischaunces nyghte; 
And thou, fayre Birtha! thou, fayre dame, bo bryshte,* 
Long mayest thou wyth MUk fynde muche peace, 
Wythe selyoesae' as wyth a roabe, be dyghte,' 
Wyth everych chaungyage mone new joies eucrease I 
I, as a token of mie love to speake. 
Have brought you jabbea' of ale, at Dyghte youTe 
brayne' to breake. 



e itrtUns chuacurifttici U a i 



ntlered from dJjguic, or roiusd tnaa LDdlflknacfl : we are laddeiJy 
fibamwd with a beaudAal tboogbt Jn the mldtt o( a haap of rabbiah^ 
LU« AddlKD'B 'TimTslln In tha Doart,' wbi; Bndi in unaipHUd 



In thv u]pQlii|]i«d ivn, tbe Hubb wu uo iwkwardlj or too wvuklj 
CDDTtsd to gnnt iDMoy fkionn ta her loren. In Gowert Chaiicflr, Ani) 
Ljigmia, elegAnt detcrlptione, otnamenUl Lme^i, eAd EaelodlDui 
coDplata. bvu bD propOTtlDD to pegei of lenguor or medleeiilf, to 
pniUi, pnKils dal*lli. in Tfajma, nnlnteiBitloe ind tetUaiu. But the 
pootne befers ui An ualfonuJy lapported ^ thej ere titrongboot 
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KOWLET POEMS. 



Whan sopperes paste ne'Ue drenche youre ate soe 

atronge, 
Tyde" lyfe, tyde death. 



Ye mynstrelles, ehaunt yoursonge! 
MipulreUes Songe, bie a Manae and Womanne.' 

Tourne thee to thie Shepsterr* swayne; 
Bryghte sonne has ne droncke the dene 
From the flourea of yellowe hue ; 
Tourne thee, Alyce, backe agayne. 



No, bestoikerre' I wylle go, 
Softlie tryppynge o'ere the meea,* 
Lyche the sylver-footed doe, 
Seekeynge shelterr yn grene trees. 

See the moss-grown e diusey'd banke, 
Pereynge' ynne the slreme belowe ; 
Here we'lle sylte, yn dewie danke j' 
Tourne thee, Alyce, do notte goe. 

Betide ot happen. 

The flrst chonu, or 'MjmtielleiSaiige,' it a perfec^l paiUiraL. 1 
nndi in utun) And tndei BentunenU and oppoiite imagery) am 
rertlllt; at (be aulhor'a geniai i> displayed in thlt lillleliaUad 
«, ihon u II it, it contaioa ■ complete plot or t(b1e,~Da. Gm 
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I've hearde erste' mie grandame sale, 
Yonge damoyselles* schulde ne bee, 
lone the swotie' moontbe of Male, 
Wythe f onge menne bie the grene wode ti 



Sytte thee, Alyce, sytte, and harke, 
Howe [he ouzte* chauDtes bya noate, 
The chelaDdree,' greie mom larke, 
Chauntynge from theyre lytte) tbroate. 



I heare them from ecbe grene wode tree, 
ChauDtynge owte so blataunlUe,' 
Tellynge lectumyea' to mee, 
Myscheefe ya wbaone you are nygh. 



See aloDge the mees' so.grene 
Pied diusies, kynge-coppes snotei 
Alle wee see, bie non bee seene, 
Nete botte sbepe settes here a fote. 



Shepster Bwayne, you tare mie gratche,' 
Oute uponne yel lette me goe. 
Leave mee swythe," or Ille alatche." 
Robynne, thys youre dame shall knowe. 



DimaeU. 




<TheH«liblrf 


LoadlT. 


•L«lurM. 


• Heidon. 


Quioklj. 
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out. 



MN Google 



See! the crokynge' brionie 
Rouude the popler twyate h;s spnie i 
Rounde the o«ke the gteeoe irie 
FlorrfBchethe' and iTveth ue. 

Lette us seate us bie tb^ tree, 
Laughe, uid sjnge to lovynge ajres ; 
Comine, and doe uotte coyen ' bee ; 
Nature made all thjnges bie payres. 
Drooried' caltes wylle aftei kjmde ; 
Gentle doves wylle kyss and coe. 



Botte manne, hee moste bee ywrynde,' 
Tylle sjr preeste make one of two. 
Tempte mee na to the foule thjmge ; 
I wylle no mannes lemanne' be ; 
TyQ ayi preeste hys songe doethe synge ; 
Thou sbalt neere fynde anghl ormeei 

Bie oure ladle her ybome,* 
To-moiTowe, soone as ytte ys dale, 
111 make thee wyfe, ne bee foTsworne, 
So tyde me lyfe or detbe for aie. 
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Whatl dothe lette, botte thatte aovre 
Wee attenes,' thoa hoode f n bonde. 
Unto divinUtre' goe. 
And bee lyncked yn wedlocke bondef 



I agree, and thus I piygbte 
Honde, and harte, and all tbat's lajae ; 
Goode syr Rogerr, do us ryghte, 
Make us one, at Cothbertes sbryne. 

Wee wylle ynn n bordelle' lyve, 
Hulie,' thoughe of no estate ; 
Everyche clocke moe love shall gyve; 
Wee ynn godenesse wylle bee gteate. 



I lycbe thys songe, I lyche ytt myckte welli 
And there ys mooie for yer syngeyne nowe ; 
Butte have you noone thatt marriage -bleasynges telle? 



In marriage, blessynges 



MTNgTaELLEB, 

e have ; and, gyff you please, wille synge, 
iwre choughe-voyces' wylla^ennytte. 
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Comme then, aDd seeyouswotelie' tone the strynge. 
And Btret,* and engyne* all the bunutn wylte. 
Toe please mie dame. 



Welle strajDe owre wytte and synge. 



The boddynge* flourettes bloshes* atte the l^hte ; 
The mees' be aprenged' wyth the yellowe hue; 

Ynn daiseyd mantels ys the mounlayne dyghte ;' 
The nesh' yonge coweslepe bendethe wyth the dewe; 
The trees enlefed," yntoe heavenne straughte," 
Whenn gentle wyndes doe blowe, to whestlyng" dynoe" 
ys htougbte. 

The eveiiyiige commes, and brynges the dewe alonge ; 
The roddie" welkynne" sheeneth to the eyne; 
Arounde the alestake" mynsttelb synge the songei 
Yonge ivie rounde the doore poste do entwyiie; 
i laie mee onn the grasse j yette, to mie wylle, 
Albeytte alle ys fayre, there lackethe somethynge stylle. 
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So Adam tboughtenne,' vrhann, ynn Paradyae, 
All heavenn and erthe dyd bommage to hjra myode ; 
Ynn nomman alleyne' mannes pleasaunce lyes; 
As inatnimentes of joie were made the kynde. 
Go, take a wyfe untoe thie armes, and see 
Wynter, and brownie* hyll«s, wyll hare a charme for 
thee. 



WhsDoe Autumpne blake' and sonne-brente' doe 

ttppere, 

Wyth hya goulde hondeguylteynge' thefalleynge lefe, 
Bryngeynge oppe Wynterr to folfylle' the yere, 
Beerynge uponne bys backe the riped sbefe i 
Whan al the hyls wythe woddie sede ys whyte; 
Whannelevynne-fyreE' and lemea' do mete from far the 

aygbte ; 

Whann the fayre apple, rudde'* as even skie. 
Do bende the tree unto the fructyle " grounde ; 
When joicie" peres," and berries of hlacke die, 
Doe daunce yn ayre, and call the eyne arounde; 
Thann, bee the even foule. or even fayre, 
Meelhynckes mie hartys joie ys steynced " wytb bod 
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Angelles bee vrogte' to bee ofneidber kynde; 
Angelles alleyne fiomme chafe' desyre bee free: 
Dbeere' ys a somwbatte evere yn the myode, 
Yatte, wythout nommanne, cannot stylled bee ; 
Ne Beyncte yo celles, botte, havynge blodde and t 
Do fynde the spryte to joie od s^bte of 

Wommen bee made, notte for bemselves botte numae. 
Bone of hya bone, and chyld of hys desire ; 
FroDime an ynutylle* membeie fyrste beganDe, 
Ywroghte* with moche' of water, lyttele fyre i 
Therefoie theie seke the fyie of love, to hete 
The tnilkynesg of kynde, and make hemselTes complete. 



Albeytte, wythout wommen, menne were pheeres* 
To salvage kynde, aod wulde botte ]yve to slea, 
Botte wommenne efta* the sprygbte of peace so 

cheres," 
Tochelod" yn Angel joie heie" Angeles bee; 
Go, take thee awythyn" to tbie bedde a wyfe, 
Bee bante" or blessed hie" yn proovynge marryage 

lyfe. 
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Anodher MyiutreOea Songe hie Syr Thybbot Garga. 
As Elynour bie the ^eea lesselle' was syttynge,' 

As from the Bones hete she harried,' 
She sayde, as herr whytte hondes whyte hosen was 
knyttynge, 

Whatte pleasure ytt ys to be married t 



* Pnnn the inbllma irMgnlHitj of the Ftodiiric und the gtUelT 
atemnlly of lb* Bllhise njiil. oni author umetlDui dMcande id ■ 
n ll^tei mmlni. Th> danltoty genJui oT Aovler liediliwd the 

Id the 'Tnged; of Ella,' we have anode, of whlsti Ibla la one of 

" Ula bnibandep lorde Tlornaa, a rorreatsr boulde, 

Doci DO cherruuDcji ftom ElTnoun boulde, 

orgs H alanchol;,' ar tama other book at Pllli 






double rhfmei. that I here object 



be wriutD irlUi B legnlei aod impMed rstnni of thli dDpllcBdon. To 
aaj aathbig In the mean tiino, that ChattertoD took^ perhape imparcep- 
tlbly, the two word* bar* emplo^^ed fbi dotibla rbTtoei, from the ballad 
I hare cUed. na donbla rfajme la now adapted to the cdidIg and 
bmlUai tCfi* ■■ and the uneipeoled conKDUiCT oflsn gliaa an air gf 
burleiqDe. Not one example occnn in Chancer*! bculeique poem of 
Sir Thopaa. Not wHa it Bcarcely Bver nied ondar any cdrcumttaccea by 
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Mie husbande, Lorde ThomBa, a Forrester boulde, 

E ever clove pynne,' or the baskette,* 
Does no cherysauncys* from Elynour houlde, 
1 have ytte as soooe as I aslce ytte. 

Whaon I lyved vryth roy fadre yn merrie Cloud-dell, 
Tho' tnas at my liefe* to mynde spynnynge, 

I stylle wanted somethynge, botte wbatte ne coulde telle, 
Mie lorde fadres barbde* hauUe' ban ne wynnynge.' 

Eche momynge I ryse, doe I sette mie maydeDnes, 
SommetoapynD,somnietocardeU,'somme bleach y nge, 

Gyff any Den entered doe aake for mie aidens,* 
Thann swytbynne" you fynde mee a teacbynge. 



heperfecCiQDoribeucliar'sgkiU. 1 
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Lorde Walterre, mie fadre,' he loved me welle, 
And nothynge unto mee was nedeynge, 

Botte schulde 1 agen goe to merrie Cloud-dell, 
In solhen' twoulde bee wythoute redeynge.' 

Shee sayde. and lorde Thomas came over the lea. 
As hee the fatte deriynnes' was chacynge, 

Shee putte uppeherknyttynge, and tohym wenteshee; 
So wee leave hem bothe kyndelie embracynge. 



I lyche eke thys ; goe ynn untoe the feaste ; 
Wee wyUe permylte you antecedente* bee; 
There swotelie synge eche carolle,' and yaped ' jeaste ; 
And there ya monnie, that you meirie bee; 
Comme, gentle love, wee wyUe toe spouse-feastegoe, 
And there ynn ale and wyne bee dreyncted' everych woe. 



MOn, the Danes ar thondrynge onn our coaste ; 

Lyche scolles' of locusts, caste oppe bie the sea, 
Magnus and Hurra, wythe a doughtie" hoaste. 
Are ragyng, to be quansed " bie none botle thee ; 
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Haste, snyfte as Levynne' to these royners' flee: 
Thie do^es allefne can tame thya ragyuge bulle. 
Haste 8Wfth;o, fore' ani^he' the towne theie bee. 
And Wedecesterres rolle of dome bee fulle. 
Haste, haste, Mlla, to the byker> flie, 
For yn a momentes space tenne thousand menne nuue 



Beshrew thee for thie nevres t I moste be gon. 
Was ever lockksa dome so hard as myne ! 
ThoB from dysportysmente' to narr to ron, 
To chaunge the selke' vests for the gaberdyne I' 



O ! lyche a nedere,' lette me ronnde thee tvryne. 
And hylte" thie bnddie from the achaftea of narre. 
Thou shalte nott, must not, from thie Birtha ryne," 
Botte kenn the dy noe of slughoines" from a&rre. 



O love, was thyx thie joie, to shewe the treate, 
Than grofi^she" to forbydde thie hongered gaestes tt 

este? 
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49 



O mie upsnalynge' harte, wbatt wordes can saie 
The peynes, thatte passethe ynn mie aoule ybreote?* 
Thus to b«e torne uponne mie apousaltc due, 
I "lys a |>eyne beyond entendemente.' 
Yee mychtie Goddes. and la yor favourea aente 
As thoUB faate dented* to a loade of peyne? 
Moste wee aie holde yn chace the shade content. 
And for a bodykyn>aswattbe' obteyne? 
I wbie, yee seynctes, oppress yee thos role sowle? 
How sballe 1 speke mie noe, mie Treme,' mie dreerie' 
dole?" 



Sometyme the wysesle lackelh pore mans rede." 
Reasonne and counyiige wytte efte " flees awaie. 
Thanne, loveide" lett me saie, wytb hommaged drede, 
(Bienetb your fote ylayn") mie counselle saie; 
Gyff thos wee lett the matter lethlen " laie, 
Tbe foemenn, everych honde-poyocte," gettetb fote. 
Mieloverde, lett tbe speere-menne, dygbte" for fraie,'' 
And all the s^balaners " goe aboute. 
I speke, mie loverde, alleyne" to upryse 
Youre wytte from marvelle, and the warrioar to alyse." 



> SwatliDg. ' BuTDt np. ■ Comivebvneiori. * Joined. 



ord -lahitDB' foranldlcr 
"Sctftee. SceidditlDDnlNnUatUietDdiif £Ui. 
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Ah I noTre thou potteat Ukelbi yn mie barte ; 
Mie soulghe' dothe none begynne to see betaeUe ; 
I wylle upryae mie luyghte, sad doe mie parte. 
To slea the foemenne f n mie furie felle.* 
Botte howe canoe tyoge* mie rampynge fourie' teUe, 
Whyche ryseth from mie lore to Btrtha fayre ? 
Ne collide the queede,' and alle the myghte of Helle, 
Founde out impleasauoce' of syke blacke ageare.' 
Yette I wylle bee mieselfe, and rouze mie Bpryte 
To Bcte wytlie rennome,* and goe meet the bloddie 
fyghte. 



No, thou sclulte never leave tliie Birtba'a syde; 
Ne scball the wynde uponne qs blowe alleyne; 
I, lyche a nedre,'° wylle nnloe tfaee byde; 
Tyde" lyfe, tyde deathe, ytte shaU behoulde us 

I have mie parte of dreerie" dole "and peyne; 
Itte brasteth " from mee atte the holtred " eyoe i 
Ynne tydes of leares mie swarthynge" spryte nyll 

Gyff dretie dole ys ihyne, tys Ivra lymes Diyne. 
Goe notte, O £|]a; nythe thie Birtha staie ; 
For wyth thie semmlykeed" mie Bpryte tvyll goe awaie. 
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1 tys foi tfaee, for thee allejoe I fele ; 
Yett I muste bee mieselfe; with valoures gear 
I'lle dfghte mie bearte, and notte' mie Ijmbes yn atele, 
And shake the bloddie swerde and steyned spere.* 



Can ^lla from hys breaste bys Birtba teare? 
Is shee so rou' and ugsomme* to hys syghte? 
Entryfceynge' wyght!' ys leathall' warre so deare? 
Thou pryzest mee beiowe the joies of fyghte. 
Thou scatte notte leave mee, albeytte the ertfae 
Hong pendaunte' bie thie swerde, and erased for thy 
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Dyddest thotlkennehoireiilie<foes,asstarreaybreDte, 
Headed bie these this wordes doe onn rnee falle. 
Thou woulde stryve to gyve mie barte contente, 
Wakyng mie slepynge myiide to honnoures catle. 
Of selynesse* I pryze thee moe yan all 
Heaven can mee sende, or counynge wytt acquyre, 
Yette 1 nylle leave thee, oiine the foe to folle, 
Retournynge to tbie eyne with double fyre. 

Moate Birtha booo ■ requeste and bee denyd ? 
Heceyveattenes' a darle yn sdynesje and pryde? 
Doe stale, att leaste tylle morrowes soone apperea. 



Thou kenneste tvelle the Dacyannes myttee* powere i 
Wythe them a myniiute wurclielhe' bane' for yeares ; 
Tbele undoe reaulmes nythyn a syngle bower. 
Rouze a!) tbie honnoure, Birtha; look altoure' 
Thie bledeynge countrie, wbych for haslie dede 
Calls, for the rodeynge* of some doughtie" power, 
To royn yttea royners,'' make yttes foemenne bled< 

Rouzeall thie love; false and entrykyng" wyghte! 
Ne leave thie Birtha thos uponne preteuce of fyghte. 



ipoo no betuc ■ulhcill/ Ifau ■ mljpiiDI In Cb 
>Ml(htT. •WoikiUi. - CaluniCr, di 
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Thou nedcBt uoUe goe, uutyll Uiou hute cominttnd 
Under the sygnette' of cure lord the kynge. 



And wouldest thou make me then a recreande?' 
Hollie Seyncte Marie, keepe mee from the thynge I 
Heere, Birtha, thou hast potte a double slynge, 
One for thie love, anodher for thie mynde. 



Agylled' MMa, thie abredynge' Uynge.' 
'Twas loTe of thee thatte foule uitente ywrysdc.* 
Yette heare mie supptyeate, to mee atteade. 
Hear from mie groted' barte the lover and the friende. 

Lett Celinonde yn thie armour-brace* be dyghte ;* 
And yn thie stead unto the battle giie ; 
Thie name alleyne wylle putte the Danes to flyghte, 
The ayie thatt beares ytt noulde presse downe the foe. 

Birtha, yn vayne thou wouldste mee recreand doe"; 
I moste, I wylle. fyghte for mie oountrieB wele," 
And leave thee for ytt. Celmonde, sweftlie goe. 
Telle mie BryBtowana to [be] dyghte yn stele : 

I aul. * Covud. ■ OSended. • Upbnldlng. 

* ■ Blyage,' to ceue, dalit. The ve'b ' U> falyn.' ia in Bailey. 
•■TwryDde,' rerenled, whiaperad. [Tim proper word is'jioviud 
Thiu Ch»i«»r, in the ITifi ofBaiVi P'ol^gtic— 

fbr 'What rowsHt (oi whlipentt) Choot' ftc— En.] 
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ROWLEY POBUS. 



Tell hem I scorne to kenoe hem from afer, 
: Botte leave the vyrgyn brydall bedde for bedde of narre. 



XLLA, HMHA. 



And thou wylt goe : mie agroted' liarte I 



Mie countrie waites mie marche; I musle awaie; 
Albejtte I achulde goe to mete the darte 
Of certen dethe, yette here I woulde notte staie. 
Botte thos to leave thee. Births, dothe asswaie* 
Moe torturynge peynes yanne canne be sedde bie 

tyngoe.' 
Yette rooKe thie honoure URpe, and wayte the daie, 
Whan rounde aboute meesongeof warre heie< aynge. 
Birlha, strev' mie agreeme' to accaie,' 
And joyous see miearmes, dygbleouteynn warre arraie. 



Difficile' ys the pennaunce, yette I'lle strev 
To keepe mie woe behyltren * yn mie breoste. 
Albeytte nete niaye to mee pleasaunce yev,'° 
Lyche thee. File strev to sette mie mynde atte T' 
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Yett oh 1 foi^eve, yff I have thee i 
Love, donghtie love, wylle beare no odher swEue. 
Juste as I was wythe MWa to be bleste, 
Shappe ' foullie thos hathe saatched hym anaie. 
It was a tene' too doughlie to bee borne, 
Wydhout an ounde' ofteares and breaste vrytb sygfaes 

Thie mynde ys now thieselfe ; why nylte thou bee 
All blanche,* al kyngelie, all Boe wyse yn mynde, 
Alleyne to lett pore wretched MUa see, 
Whatte wondrous bighes'henawmusteleavebehynde? 
O Birtha fayie, warde' everyche commyiige wynde, 
On everych' wjnde I wylle a token sende ; 
Oiin mie longe sbielde ycoine' thie namethoul't fynde 
Butte here commes Celmonde, wordhie '■ knyghte and 

iLLA, BIRTH*, CBLMONDK gpeokirig. 

Thie Brystoweknyghtesfor thie forth -comyngelynge" 
Ecbone athwarte hys backe hys longe warre-sbield 
dothe slynge. 



Birtha, adieu ; but yette I cannotte g 



. Lyfe of mie Spryte, mie gentle £lla, stale. 
Engyne " mee notle wyth syke a dreerie 
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I mnito, I wylk ; tys honnoure cals awaie. 



O mie agroted ' harte, brasle,' biaate ynn twaie.' 
£lla, for honnouie, flyes anaie from mee. 



Birtha. adieu j I male notte here obaie.' 
I'm flyyng* from nueseUe jn flying tbe«. 



SUb, bousbaod, friend, and loverde^' staie. 
He's goD, he's gone, alaas ! percwie * lie's gone for ue. 



Hope, bailie' auster,' sweepeynge thro' the skie, 
In crowne of goulde, aod robe of lillie whyte. 
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Wbyche tarre abrode ynne gentle ajre doe ffie, 
Meetynge from dystaunce the enjoyous ' syghte. 
Albeyite* efie thou takest thie hie flyghte 
Hecket ' ynae a myste. and wyth thyse eyne yblente,* 
Nawe commest thou to mee wylhe Btarrie lygbte ; 
Ontoe thie veste the rodde aonne ya adente ; * 
The Soromer tyde, the month of Male appere, 
Depycte' wythe skylledd horde upponn thie wyde 



Ifromanete* ofhopelen' am adawed,'° 
Awhaped " atte the fetyreneaa " of dale : 
<£]la, bie nete " moe tbann hys myndbruche '* awed. 
Is gone, and I moste foltowe, toe the fraie. 
Celmoode canne ne'er from anie byker" stale. 
Dothe narre begynne ? there's Celmonde yu the place 
Botte whanne the warre ys donne, I'll haste awaie. 
The reete from oethe " tymes masque must shew yttes 

I see onnombered joies arounde mee ryse ; 
Blake'' stondethe future doome, and joie dothe mee 
alyse." 

O honnoure, honnoure, what ys bie thee banne?" 
Hailie* the robber and the bordelyer," 





■ Although. 






'KatKortA'dla. Bm 


^hoxldltloiialN 






■•Awnksnad. 




!• Nought. 
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Who kens ne tbee, or js to thee bestanne,' 
ADd nothjnge does tbiemyckle* fastness* fere. 
Faygne woulde I from mie bosomme all thee tare. 
Thou there dysperpellest ' thie levynne-bronde;' 
Whjlest mie souigh's* forwyned,' thou vtthe gare ;' 
Sleene ' ya mie eomforte bie thie ferie " honde ; 
Ab somme talle hyile, whann wynds doe Bbabe the 
ground, 
Itte kerveth" all abroade, bie brasteynge" hyltren " 
wounde. 

Honnoure, whatt bee ytte? tys a ahadones shade, 
A thynge of wychencref,'* an idle dreme ; 
On of the fonnis '' whych the clerche " have made 
Menne irydhoute sprytes, and wommen for to Berne," 
Knyghles, who efte kenne the loode dynne of the 

Schulde be foTgarde " to syke enfeeblynge waies. 
Make everych acte, alyche" theyreoules, bebreme," 
And for theyre chyvalrie alleyne hare prayae. 
O thou, whatteer thie name, 

Or Zabalus" or Queed," 
Comme, steel mie sable spryte, 
For fremde" and dolefulle dede. 



I' CotKth, lijelh wutc. 

n Trnnipst u Lon. 

" The diirtL " The deriL 
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Swythei lette the ofFrendes*- to the Goddes begynne. 
To knows of hem the issue of the fyghle. 
Potte the blodde-ateyned sword and pavyes* ynne; 
Spreade swjlbyn all arounde the bailie* lyghte. 

HIE PttEKBTB syngetk.' 
Yee, who hie yn mokie' ayre 
Delethe seasonnes foule or fayre. 
Yee, who, whanne yee weere agguylte," 
The raone yn bloddie gyttelles' hylte, 
Mooved the staries, and dyd unbynde 
Everycbe barriere' tothewyndei 



■ngiuge of tbcH Fhdu Ig sAcUd and annttursL 
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Whanne the oundynge' waves dystreate, 

Storven ' to be overest,* 

Sockeynge • yn the spyre-gyrte towne, 

Swolterynjte ' wole nalyones downe, 

Sepdynge dethe, od plagues aatrodde,' 

Moovynge iyke the erthys' Godde ; 

To wee send your hesle' dyvyne, 

Lyghte eletten* nil myne eyiie, 

Thatt 1 maie now undevyse '* 

All the actyonnes of th' emppriieJ' 

{.fatteth donate and eftt " lytethe. 
Thus sayethe the Goddes; goe, yssue lo the playne; 
Forr there shall ineyDte of inytle " menne bee slajoe. 

Whie, soe there evere was, whanne Magnus foughte. 
Efte have 1 treynted'* noyance " throughe the hoaste, 
AthoTowe'* swerdes, alychethe Qaeedi'dystraugbte," 
Have MagnuB pressynge wrt^hte hysfoemen loaste," 
As whanne a tempeste vexethe scare the coaste. 
The dyngeynge'^ounde" the sandeiestronde doe tare. 
So dyd I inne the warre thejavlynne teste, " 
Full ineynte" a champyonnes breaste received n' 
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Mie sheelde, lycbe sommere oiorie ' gronfer ■ droke,* 
Mie lethalle* speete, alyche a Isvyn-mylted ' oke. 



Thie wordes aregreate, full bjghe of sound, audeeke* 
Ljrche thonderre, to the whycb dothe comme no rayne. 
Itte lacketh notte a doughtie' honde to speke ; 
The coclce saiethe drefte,' jett armed js be alle^ne. 
Certia thie wordes male, thou motest have sayne 
Of mee, and meyiite of moe. who eke canne fyghte, 
Who haveth trodden downe the adTeiitayle,* 
And tore the heaulmes ■■ from heades of myckle 

myghte. 
Sytfaeiice " syke myghte ys placed yn thie honde, 
Lette blowes thie actyons speeke, and bie thie cotrage 

stunde. 

■tAONUg. 

Tbou are a warrloure, Hurra, thatte 1 kenne. 
And myckle famed for thie handle dede. 
Thou fyghtest anente'* maydene aud ne menoe. 
Nor aie thou makeet armed hartes to blede. 
Efte " I, caparyaon'd od bloddie stede, 
Havetbe thee seene birieihe mee yan the fyghte, 
Wylbe corses I inveetynge '* evericb mede. 
And tbou aston," and wondrynge at mie myghte. 
Thanne wouldest tbou comme ya for mie renorae," 
Albeytte thou wouidst reyne" awaie from bloddie dome.i' 
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How! butte bee bourne ' miersge. I kenne aryghte 
Bothe Ihee and Ihyne raaie ne bee wordhye' peene,* 
EfUoones 1 hope nee scalle engage yn fygbte ; 
Thanne to the sooldyers all thou nylte bewreeneJ 
I'll prove mie courage onne the burled' greeae ; 
Tys there aUeyne I'll telle thee nhatte I bee. 
Gyf I weelde notte the deadlie sphere* adeene,' 
Tbanne leU mie name be fuUe as lowe as tbee. 
Thys mie adeated' Bhieide, thys mie warre-speare, 
Schalle telle the falleynge foe gyf Hurra's barte can feaie. 



Magnus noulde speke, hulte thatte hys noble spryte 
Dothe soe enrage, he knowes notte wbatte to sale. 
He'dde speke yn blowes, yn gottes* of blodde he'd 

And on thie heafod'* peyncte" hysmyghtefor ai 
Gyf tbou anent" an wolfynnea" rage wouldest stale, 
' Tys here to meet ytt ; botte gyff notl, bee goe : 
Lest 1 in funie" shulde mie armes dyspl^e, 
Whyche to thie boddie wylle wurche" myckle woe. 
Oh! I bee madde, dystraughte" wythbrendyng rage;'' 
Ne seas of smethynge " gore wylle mie chafed '• harte 
asswage. 



fiDt 


,«0|.p^. 


i Worth J 
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,eipo«a. 


SAmed. 
SBniiHd 
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1 keone thee, Magnua, welle ; a wyghte thou art 
That doest aslee ' alonge jnn doled * dyBtiesse, 

Strynge ' buUe yn boddle, lyoncelle ' yn harte, 
1 almost wysche ' thie prowes were made lesse. 
Whan ^lla (name diest uppe yn ugsomneBs' 
To thee and recreandes ') thondered on the playne, 
Howe dydste thou thorowe fyrste of fleers' preaae ! 
Swefter thanne federed ' takelle '" dydste thou reyne." 
A ronnynge'' pryze onn aeyncte daie to ordayoe, 
Magnus, and none botte hee, the ronnynge pryze wylle 
gayne. 

Eternalle plagues devour thie haned " tyngue " I 
Mytriades of iieders " pre" upponne thie spryte! 
Muest thou fele al the peynes of age nhylst yynge," 
Unmanned, uneyned," exclooded aie the lyghte, 
Thie senses, lyche thieselfe, enwrapped yn nyghte, 
A scoff to foemen and to beastes a pheere;" 
Male furched" Wynne" onne thie head al^hte, 
Maie on thee falle the fhuyr" of the unweere,*" 
Fen vaipoures hlaste thie everiche manlie powere, 
Maie thie bante" boddie qujcke the wolsome" peenes" 
devoure. 
Faygne" woulde I curse thee further, botte mie tyngue. 
Denies mie harte the favours soe toe doe. 
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NowebietheDacyannegoddes, and Welkjnsi kynge, 
Wythe fhurie,' as thou dydste begynne, perdue ; 
Calle on mie heade all tortures that bee rou,' 
Bane' onne, tylle thie owne tongue thie cursee Tele. 
Sende onne mie heade tbe biyghteynge levynne blewe, 
The thonder londe, the sweQynge azure rele' 
Tbie wordes be hie of dynne,' botte nele beayde ; 
Bane on, good chieftayn, fyghtewythe wordes of myckle 

Botte doe notte wttste tbie breath, leat £1U corae 



JEQh and thee ti^yder' synke toe belle ! 
Bee youre names blasted from the rolle of dome 1 
I feere noe £lla, ihatte thou kennest welle. 
UnlydgefuUe ' traytoure, wylt Ihou nowe rebelle? 
'Tys knowen, thatte yie menn bee lyncked to myne, 
Bothe senle, as troopes of wolves to sletie * felle ; 
Botte nowe thou lackest bem to be all yyne." 
Nowe, bie the goddea yalte reule the Dacyanne state, 
Speacke thou yn rage once moe, I wyll thee dysregate." 



I pryze thie tbreattesjoste" as I doe thie banes," 
The sede of malyce and recendbie " al. 
Thou arte a steyne unto the name of Danes : 
Thou alleyne to thie tyngue for proofe canst calle. 
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Thou beest a noime so groffile' and so smal, 
[ wjthe thie blouile woulde scorne to foul mie sworde, 
Botte wjthe tliie neaponaes woulde upon thee falle, 
Alyche thie owne feace, slea thee wythe a worde. 
I Hurra anime miesel, and aie wylle bee. 
As greate jn valouroua actes, and yn commande as thee. 



Blyane* your conCefcions,' chiefs ; for, as I stode* 

Uponne mie walche, I spiede an armie commynge, 
Notte lyche ann handfuUe of a fremded' foe, 
Botte blacke nythe armoure, raovynge ugsomlie,' 
Lyche a blacke fulle ctoude, thatte dothe goe aloage 
To droppe yn hayle, and hele' Ibe thoiider stonne. 



Ar there meynte of them? 



Thycke as the ante-flyes ynne a sommer's none, 
Seemynge as tho' tbeie stynge as persuite' too. 



Whatte matters thatte? lettes sette oure warr-arraii 
Goe, sounde the heme,' lette cbampyons prepare; 
Ne doubtynge, we wylle stynge as faste as bete. 
Wbatte? doestfoT^ard> thieblodde? ys ytte for feare? 
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Wouldest thou gtjae the towne, and eastl^tere,' 
And yette ae byker' wythe the soldyer guaide? 
Go, hyde thee ynn mie tente uinethe ' the lere ;* 
I of thie boddie wylle keepe watche and wsrde. 



Oure goddes of Denmarke know mie horte ys goode. 
For nete * uppon the erthe, botte to be cbooghens* foode 

N&ONOS, BDBBA, AMUI, 



As from mie towre I kende' the commynge foe, 
I spied the crossed sbielde, and bloddie swerde. 
The furyous Ella's bannerj wytbynne kenne 
The armie ys. Dysorder throughe oure hoaste 
Is fleynge, bome onne wynges of Ella's name; 
Styr, styr, mie lordes ! 



What? ^lla? and soe neare? 
Thenne Denmaiques roiend;* oh mie rysynge feare! 



1 Buttle. 
S Noogbl. 
BRulxtd. 
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Of late I dyd thie creand' valonre scanne, 
Whanne thou d;dst boaste soe moche* of actjon derne.' 
Botte I toe narr mie doeynges nioste atturne. 
To cheere the Sabbataneres' to deere ' dede. 

I to the knyghtes onne eseryche syde wylle burne,' 
Telleynge 'hem alle to make her foemen blede i 
SytUe shame or deathe onne eidher ayde wylle bee, 
Mie harte I wylle upryse,' and inne the battelle slea. 

ABHiK near watcbbtte. 



Now bavyxige done ovire mattynes ' and oure vowes, 
Lette us for the intended fyghte be boune,* 
And everyche champyone potte the joyous crowne 
Of ceitane masterachyppe" upon hys glestreynge' 
browea. 

As for mie harte, I owne ytt ja, aa ere 
Itte has beene ynn the sommer-sheene of fate, 
Unknowen to the ugsonime" gratche" of fere; 
Mie blodde embollen," wythe maalerie elate, 
Boyles ynne mie veynes, and rolles ynn rapjrd state; 
Impatyente forr to mete the peisante" stele. 
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And telle tbe worlde, thatte jGIla dyed as greate 
As anie knygbte who foughte for Bnglondes weate. 
Friends, kynoe, and aoldyerres, ynne blacke armore 

Mie BctyoRS yinytate, mie presente redynge' here. 

There ys ne house, athrow ihys shap-scu:^ed' isle, 
Thatte has ne loste a kynne yn these fell fyghtest 
Fette blodde has sorfeeted' the hongerde soyle. 
And townee enlowed'lemed'oppe the nyghtes. 
Inne gyle' of fyre oure hallie" churche dheie dyghtes ;' 
Ouresonnes lies torven"ynne theyresmethynge" goie; 
Oppe bie the rootes oure tree of lyfe dheie pyghleE," 
Veiynge oure coaste, as byllowea doe the shore. 
Yee menne, gyf ye are meiine, displaie yor name, 
Ybrende" yer tropes, alyche the toarynge tempest flame. 

Te Chrystyans, doe as wordhie of the name ; 
These roynerreg" of oure hallie houses slea; 
Braste," lyke a cloude, from whence doth come t 

Lyche torrentes.gushynge downe the mounteinesghee. 
And whanne alonge the grene yer champyons flee, 
Swefte as the rodde for-weltrynge" levyn-bronde," 
Yatte hauntes the flyinge inortherer oere the lea, 
Soe flie oponne these royners of the londe. 





4 Suleilad. Oojti 
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Lette those yatte ' are unto fer battayles* fledde, 
Take slepe eterne' uponnea feerie Mowynge' bedde. 

Let cowarde Londonne see herre tovme on fyre. 
And itrev* wytbe goulde to staie the royners honde, 
^lla and Brystowe have the thoi^htea thattes hygher. 
Wee fyghte notte foir ourselves, botte all the loQde. 
As Severnes hyger' lyghethe" banckes of sonde, 
Pressynge ytte domne binethe the reynynge' streme, 
Wythe dreerie'" dynn enswolters" the hyghe stronde, 
Beerynge the rockea aloiige ynn fhurye" breme," 
Soe wjlle wee beere the Dacyanne armie downe. 
And throughe a storme of blodde wyll reache the cbaro- 

Gyff ynn thys battelle locke " ne wayte oure gate," 
To Brystowe dheie wylle toorne yeyre f huyrie dyre ; 
Brystowe, and alle her jojes, wylle synke toe ayre, 
Brendeynge" perforce wythe unenhanlenile" fyre : 



7 Tha OIOH finourile Illusion of Rowlej 
mentioaed, (Battle of Hulinei, ver. 326, Bi 
' hjgfu.' ot M It ii Tuigulr cilled ■ The hot. 
lim ol 1 high wkll of wBlFi, gijiduEll; ■ 



plcnintquo deiciipt 
S Lod^th. 
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Thenoe lette oaie safetie doublle moove oare ire, 
Lyche wolfyns," rovjnge for the evnynge pre,' 
Seeing the loinbe and ahepsterr' nere the brire, 
Dolh th'one forr ssfetie, th'one for hongre stea ; 
ThanneiWhannetbcraveDne'crokesoponnetbeplayne, 
Ob! lette ytte bee the knelle to myghtie Daejanna slajne. 



IWol™. IPr.,. 
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Lf che a rodde gronfer,' shalle mie anlace' sbeene, 
Lfche a stryngo' lyoncelle' I'lle bee ynne fyghte, 
Lyche fallynge leaves the Dacyannea shall bee sleene,* 
Lyche aloud dyDnynge'streemescalle' be mie myghte. 
Ye menne, who woulde deserve the name of knygbtei 
Lette bloddie teares bie all your paves' be wepte ; 
To cammynge tymes no poyntelle* shtdle ywiite, 
Wbanae Englonde ban her foemenn, Brystow slepte. 
YouTselfes, youre chyldren, and youre fellowes crie. 
Go, f;^bte ynn teDnomeB" gare," be brave, and wynne 
or die. 

I saie ne moe ; youre spryte the reste wylle saie i 
Youre spryte wylle wrynne, " thatte Brystow ya yer 

To boitoures bouse I nede notte marcke the waie; 
InDe youre ownebarles you maie the foote-pathe trace. 
'Twexte" shappe" and us there ys botte lyttelle space ; 
The tyme ys nowe to proove yourselves bee meiine ; 



ing Df iha Duiu in 



" The TiUiiiit Hnbbs biui the bloodf field. 
With twlcs ill bundnd Dum ■roiuidhiiiiBlIow'd.' 
ChattertoD, 1 praums, mliht buTV bii nuDDt for Gcwivsrtliig ' Hi 
into 'Butm.'— W*»ro». 
I F«D malaor. 3 Sword. 3 Strong, 4 Llon'i wl 

I SUin. 6 Sounding. 7 Shsll. s DaggeiL 
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Drawe forthe the born; shed' bjlle wytUe fetyve'gnice, 
Rouze, lyche a woWynne rouzing from hys denne. 
Thus I enrooe' mie anlace;' go thou shetbe ; 
rile potte ytt ne ynn place, tyll ytte ys sycke wytbe 
deaths. 



Onn, Miia, oon ; we longe for bloddie time ; 
Wee longe lo here the raven synge yn vayne ; 
Onn, £\\a, onn j we certys gayne the due, 
Whanne thou doste leade us to the leathal' playne- 



Tbie epeche, O Loverde,' fyreth the whole trayne ; 
Theie pancte for war, as honted wolves for breathe ; 
Go, and sytte crowned on corses of the slayne ; 
Go, and ywielde' the massie swerde of deathe. 



From thee, O Slla, alle ouie courage reygnes ; 
Echone yn phantade do lede the Danes ynne chaynes. 



Mie countrymenne, mie friendes, your noble sprytes 
Speke yn youre eyne, and doe yer master telle. 
Swefle as the rayne-slorme toe the erthe alyghtes, 
Soe wylle we fall upon these royners felle. 



I, Google 
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Oure inowynge swerdes shalle plonge hem downe to 

heUei 
Thejie throngynge corses sballoulyghte' thestarres; 

The hairones' hrastynge' wythe the sleene schall 

Brynnynge' to commynge tyrnes our famous warres; 
lone everie eyoe I kenne the iowe* of myghte, 
Sheenynge abrode, alyche a hylle-fyre ynne the nyghte. 

Whaime poyntellea' of dure famous fyghte shall saie, 
Echone wylle marvelle atte the dernie ' dede, 
Echone wylle wyssen' hee hanne seene the dwe. 
And bravelie holped to make the foemenn blede ; 
Botte for yer holpe oure battelle wylle notte nede ; 
Oure force ys force enowe to stale theyre honde ; 
Wee wylle retourne unto thys grened mede, 
Oer corses of the foemen of the londe. 
Nowe to the warre lette all the alughomea' soundei 
The Dacyan netToopeBappereonyinder'*rysyDgegrounde. 
Chiefea, heade youre bandes, and leade. 



Fly, fly, ye Danes I Magnus, the chiefe, ys sleene ; 
The Saxonnea come wythe ^Ila atte theyre heade ; 
Lette's strev " to gette awaie to yinder greene ; 
File, flie ; thys ys the kyngdomme of the deadde. 
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goddes ! have thonsandea bie mie uilace' Uedde, 
And muste I notre for safetie flie &waie? 
See! farre besprenged' alle cure IriMpes are apreade, 
Yette I wylle synglie dare the bloddie frue. 
Botte ne ;■ I'lle flie, and morther * yn retrete ; 
Deatbe, blodde, and fyre, scalle* marke the goeynge of 

THTHDB DaNE. 

Enthogbteynge* forr to 8c^)e the hrondeynge' foe. 
As nere onto the byllowd beche I came. 
Fan offe 1 spied a syghte of myckle noe, 
Oure spyrynge" battayles* wrapte ynn sayles of ianie. 
The burled" Dacyannes, who nere ynne the san 
Fro ayde to ayde fledde the pursayte of deatfae; 
The swelleynge fyre yer corrage doe enflamei 
Theie lepe ynto the sea, and bobblynge" yield yer 

breathe ; 
Whylest those thatt bee uponoe the bloddie playne. 
Bee deathe-doomed captyres taeoe, or yn the battle 



None bie thegoddea, Magnus,dyscourteou3"knyghte, 
Bie cravente" bavyoure" bavethe don oure woe, 
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Despendjnge' all the talle menne jn the fyghte, 
And placeyng valourous mennewhere dniSa* niotegoe. 
Sjthence' oure fourtunie' havethe tourned aoe, 
Gadet* the souldyers lefte to future Bhappe,' 
To somme newe place for safetie we wylle goe, 
Inne future d*ie wee wylle have better happe. 
Sounde the loude slughorne for a quicke forioyne;' 
Letteallthe Dacyanneaswythe'untoourebanDerjoyne. 

Throw bamlettea* wee wylle sprenge"saddedethe and 

dole," 
Bathe yn botte gore, and wasch" ourselves thereynne: 
GoddesI here the Sasonnes lyche a byllowe rolle. 
I beere the anlacis" detested dynne. 
Awtue, awate, ye Danes, to yonder penne;** 
Wee now wylle ntakeforloyne fn tyme to fy^teagenoe. 



ton a apryte al feerel" to telle the dale, 

The (laie whyohe seal" astounde" the herers rede," 

Mafceynge onre foemennes envyynge hartes to blede, 

I Yhereynge"throtheworldeourerennomde"naineforaie. 

2 'DtkS^* iian Ani^o-BKUin word, tlgniiyiiig 'ttiiiwa throwD awaj 
nnflt for UM.' Bte Mr. Tjniliitt'b Olouity on Chincsr.— D«*» 

1 Since Ihen. i FoRllBt, or milllot. i CoUoet ( FU*. 

) Retnu. SttolcUy. 1 Villagu. lOSuttn. 

] Luueatotion. 12 Wuh. lA Sword. ]4EmtnaD0ft. 

t"0! htm MmtoiaTer-PrithgHt It Nnrfr. 



liUoD cT the lunle, muiiu at socDmlumi, rair properly Inl 
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Brfghte Sonne' ban ynnbys roddie robes bjn djghte,* 
Proni tbe rodde Easle he flytted' wytbe hys trayne, 
The howsTS drewe awaie the geete' of nyghte, 
Her sable tapislrie was rente yn twayne. 
The dauncynge streakea bedecked heavennes playne. 
And on the dewe dyd smyle wythe ahemrynge* eie, 
Lyche gottes' of blodde whycbe doe blacke annoure 

Sheenynge upon the boroe' whyche stondeth biet* 
Tbe souldyers stoode aponne the billia syde, 
Lycbe yonge enlefed* trees whycbe yn a forreste byde. 

lElla rose lyche the tree besette wyth brierea ; 
Hys talle speere sheenynge as tbe starres at nyghte, 
Hys eyne ensemeynge' as a lowe" of fyre; 
Wbanne he encheeted everie manne to fygble, 
Hys gentle wordes dyd moove eche valourous kn^hte j 



prlDcLplei and bahKTlonr- Without the teut tuipldori or plagUrism, 
fonoM impulei thfi defonc^liel of hil mind to ^e qualfdcd of bia 
bus MlLLBI. 

He'wn'j Bow'o'pitBS, IwiTbl Ihe wingMfhourt'; 

The BUD't brigbt porlAlt, irnd thaa^Let cDrnTnand^ 



rnbur'd Ihs giitw of light,"— PorDdtii toil 
■ S« the (dditloul DOleg II Ihe end of ^11*. 
2 Clothed. 3 Flew. 1 Msncle. 
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Itte mooTethe 'hem, as honterres lyoncelle; 
In trebled armoare ys theyre courage dyghte; 
Eche warryngeharteforrprayseand rennome snellea i 
Lyche slowelie dynnynge of the croucheyuge' streme, 
Syche dyd the mormrynge' sounde of the whol arroit 



Hee ledes "hem onne to fyghte; oh ! thenne to iiaie 
How j£lla loked, and lokyng dyd encheere, 
Moovynge alyche a mountayne yn afiraie, 
Whanne a lowde whyrlerynde doe yttes boesomme 

tare 
To telle bowe everie loke wuld banyshe feere, 
Woulde eske an angelles poyatell' or hys tyiigue.* 
Lycbe a talle rocke yatte ryseth heaven-nere,^ 
Lyche a yonge wolfynne hrondeous' and strynge,' 
Soe dydde be goe, and myghtie warriours heddei 
Wythe gore-depycted vrynges tnasterie arounde hytn 

fledde. 

The battelle jyned ; awerdes aponne Bwerdes dyd 

rynge ; 
j£lla was chafed as tyonns madded bee; 
Lyche fallynge starres, he dydde the javlynn flynge ; 
Hys mighlie aolace mtghtie menne dyd riea; 
Where he dydde comme, the flemed' foe dydde flee. 
Or felle benethe hys honde, as fallynge rayne, 
Wythe sythe a fbuyrie he dydde onn 'hemin dree,* 
Hylles of yer bonkes'" dyd ryse opponne the playne ; 
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£lla, thou arte — botte ataie, mie tynge; sale nee; 
Howe greate I hymme maje make, stylle greater hee 
wylle bee. 

Nor dydde bys eouldyerres aee hya actes yn vayne. 
Heere a stoute Dane nponne hys compheere' felle; 
Heere lorde and byndlelte* aonke uponne the playne j 
Heere sonne and fsdre trembled ynto helte. 
Chief Magnus soughtbyGVraie, and, shame to telle! 
Hee soughte hyBwueforflyghtei botte Ella's speere 
Uponne the flyynge Daeyannes acboulder felle, 
Quyte throwe hys boddie, and hys harte ytte tare, 
He groned, and sonke uponne the gone greene. 
And wytbe hys corse encreaaed the pyles of Dacyannes 

Spente wythe the fyghte, the Danyshe champyons 

Btonde, 
Lyche bulles, whose strengthe and wondrous roygbte 

ys fledde; 
^lla, a jarelynnegrypped'yn eyther bonde, 
Flyes to the thronge, and doomes two Dacyannes 

deadde. 
After hys acte, the armie all yspedde ;' 
Fromm everich on unmyssynge javlynnes flewe ; 
Theie straughte'yer daugbtie< swerdeii the foemenn 

bledde; 
Fulle three of foure of myghtie Danes dbeie slewe ; 



iz=rtNGoogle 



The Daoes, wyihe terroure rulynge att their head, 
Threwe donne theyr baonere talle, and lyche a cavenne 

fledde. 

The Boldyerces followed wythe a myghtie crie, 
Cryes, yatte welle mygbte the stouteste hartes afiiaie. 
Swefte, as yer shyppes, the vanquyshed Dacyannes 

flie; 
Swefte, as the rayne uponne an Aprylle due, 
Pressynge behynde, the Englysche soldyerres slaie. 
fiotte halfe the tythes of Danjshe menne reroaynei 
£lla commBundes 'heie shoulde the sleetre' stale, 
Botte bynde 'hem prysonners on the bloddle playne. 
The fyghtynge beynge done, I came awale. 
In odher fieldea to fyghte a moe unequalle frnle. 
Mie servant squyre! 



Prepare a flelng horse. 
Whose feete are wynges, whoae pace ys lycke the 

Whoe wylle outestreppe the morneynge lygble yn 

Leaveynge the gytteiles' of the merke' behynde. 
Somme byltren* matters doe mie presence fynde. 
GyT oute to alle yatte I was sleene ynne fyghte. 
Gyffynne thys gare' thou doest mie order mynde, 
Whanne I returne, thou shahe be made a knyghte ; 
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Flie, flie, be gon ; an howerre ya a daie ; 
Quycke dyghte' mie beste of stedes, and brynge bymm 
heere — awaie ! 

CBLMONDE. [soluS.] 

MUa ys woundedd sore, and ynite the toune 
He wayteihe, tylle hys woundes be broghte to ethe.* 
And shalle I from hys browes plocke off the croune, 
Makynge the vyctore yn hys vyctorie blethe? 
O no! fulle sooner schulde miehartesbloddesmethe,' 
Fulle soonere woulde I tortured bee toe deathe ; 
Botte — Biitba ys the pryze; ahel ytte were ethe< 
To gayne so gayne" a pryze wythe losse of breathe i 
Botte thanne rennome leterne' — ytte ys botte a^re; 
Bredde ynne the phantasie, and alleyn lyvynge there. 

Albeytte everyehe thynge yn iyfe conspyre 
To telle me of the faulte I now echulde doe, 
Yette wnulde I battentlie' assuage mie fyre, 
And the same menes, as I scall nowe, pursue. 
The qualytyes 1 fro mie parentes dretve. 
Were Uodde, and morther, masterie, and warrei 
Thie* 1 wylle holde to now, and hede ne moe 
A wounde ;d rennome, yanne a boddie scane. 
Nowe, j£lla, nowe Ime plantynge of a thorne, 
Bie whyche thie peace, thie loTe, and glorie shalle be 
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Gentle Egwina, do nottepreche' me joie; 
I can Dotte joie jnne anie thyoge botte weere.* 
Oh ! yalle aughte schulde cure sellynesse' destroie, 
Floddynge the face wythe woe, and brynie teare I 



You muste, you tnuste endeavour for to cheere 
Youre harte unto somme cberisaunied* rests. 
Youte loTcrde* from the battelle wylle appere, 
Ynne honnoure, and a greater love, be dreste; 
Botte I wylle call the mynstrelles roundelaie ; 
Peichaunce the swotie* aounde maie chaie your wi< 



BSNSTttBI.LES 8 



O ! synge untoe mie roundelaie, 
! droppe the brynie teare wythe 






dMiukI and expr«9iTe in ita deecripUoDT and not leu hmnnanioua ii 
its numban. Several of tbettf duties, compoud tKfbre Shakipeare' 
time, ue preecrred In hiM pUyi ! and tuch soQgi u tbne, which hi 



Did uie to chant tbtm."—Tael/A NifU, A 
T, u Ihe aneen in Hamlet calla Dphelia'i longi, >tlu 
inai.' The<-iUow,'BUch li thebunleii or thli ro 
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32 ROWLEY POEHS. 

Daunce ne moe atte bailie dale, 

Lycke a reynynge' ryver bee ; 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gon to bye deatb-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 

Blacks hys cryne as tbe wyntere nyghte,* 
Wbyte hys lode' as the sommer anowe, 

"ta*d I »Dg gf vf JfsB, 

An old nnu '(voj, but it dxpreoed hW fOrtniw, 
And thfi d]«d iluglDg It." 
" The poor soot SHtiinplDEbTiijctmon-CRe, 
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Rodde by 3 face aa the momynge lygfate, 
Cale' he Ijee ynne Che grave belowe ; 
Mie love 7B dedde, 
Gon to hya deathe-bedde, 
Al under the njUowe tree. 

Swote' hys lyngue as the throstles note, 
Quycke ynn daunce as thoughte canne bee, 
Defte ■ hys tahoure, codgelle slote, 
! hee lyes bie the wyllowe tree; 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde. 
, Alle uuderre the wyllowe tree, 

Harbe ! the ravenne flappea hys wynge, 

III the briered delle belowe ; 

Harke ! the delhe-owle loude dothe synge. 

To the nyghte-mares* as heie goe; 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonae to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 



4The'Bight-mBrea 
noulDIbelrilHp. 
11. Lye Mill Uiem 
eBir7,ystanl,«id 


SeeMr. Tyiwhlfinota 
■ipect™, orBlghl-hiw 


. luppo 

JO Fairi 

Ther 

Edgar'i 


" SI. Wllbold footed thrice the wold -, 
He met the ni,hl-maT. ^i h« mOB-Md^ 

Bid her riight, and het troth plieht. 
And eroj-nl thee, w[ioh, «ojDt lh«."-4n 
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See! the nhyte moone sheenes onne hie; 

Whyterre yi mie true loves shroude; 

Whyterre yanne the mornynge skie, 

Whyterre yanne the evenynge cloude; 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gon to hys deatbe-bedde, 
Al uDder the vryllone tree. 

Heere, uponne mie true lovea grave, 
Scballe the baren Seurs be layde, 

Nee one bailie' Seynote to save 
A) the celness* of a mayde. , 

Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
A lie under the wyllowe tree. 

Wythe mie hondes I'lle dente* the brieres 
Rounde his hallie corse to gre,' 
Ouphante' fairie, lyghte youre fyres, 
Heere mie hoddie stylle schalle bee. 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gon to hys deathe-hedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 

Comme, wythe acorne-coppe and thorne, 
Drayne mie hartys blodde awaie; 
Lyfe and al] yttes goode I scorne, 
Daunce hie nele,* or feaste hy daie. 
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Mie love ys dedde, 
Gon to hjs death-bedde, 
&1 under tbe wyUowe tree. 

Waterre wytches, crowneds wythe reytes, 
Bere mee to yer leathalle* tyde. 
I die! Icommel mie true love naytes. 
Thos tbe daituelle spake and dyed.* 



Thys ayngajiig hsTcth whatte coulde Ujabe ytte 
please; 
Butte mie uncourtlie' sbappe* benyranies' mee of all 



ALU, atle waTCHETTB. 
Cune onae mie tardie woundea! brynge mee aate^ 1 
I wylle awMe to Birtha bie thys nyghte; 
Albejtte fro mie woundes mie soul doe bledci 
I wylle awaie, and die wythynne ber syghte. 
Brynge mee a stede, wythe eagle- wyngea fot flyghte ; 
Swefte as mie wyahe, and, aa mie love ys. stronge. 
The Danes have wroughte mee myckle woe ynne 

fyghte, 
Inne kepeynge mee from Birtba'a armes so longe. 
1 whatte a dome was myne, aythe masterie 
Canue yere' ne pleasannce, nor mie londes goode leme' 



I WMec-ISiigi. I Dudlr. 

Tliii TBij b«»na(lil w 
1, Henry HoeJi Peui 



• [ThiaTBirbHnUOdwnghHbmiUlilTHttomuitchyiDTeiteeinad 
.— ^ u ..^j.n on, E»q., o(TpiiiltjrColl8fB,C«iiitoiil^,— "- ' 



t Bhutb. e OItb. 7 Enllgfaten. 
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Yoe goddes, howe ys a loTerres temper formed ! 
Sotnetymes the aamme ttajng«w;lle bothe bane,' and 

blesse ; 
One tyme encalede,' yanne' bie the Bame tbyage 

warmd, 
Estroughted^ foorthe, and yanne ybiogten less. 
'Tys Birtha's Iom whychedoemie thougbtespossesiei 
I wylle, I muBte awaie : nhie staies mle stede? 
Mie huscarles,' hyther baste ; prepare a dresse, 
Whyche couracyers' yn hastie journies nede. 
O heatenel I mosle awaie to Byrtha eyne, 
For yn her lookes I fynde mie beynge doe entwyne 



, atie iKTSTowa. 
The norlde ys darke wythe n^bte; the wyndes are 

styllei* 
Payntelie the mone her palyde lygbte makes gleme ; 



• To bm b«n A 
lurprlae, by pioducl 



ih hl^ -wrought placet i>f luckiflt poaCrj 
xt to HCUTa Dor cndollty, he ikaaid h 



impidoDij and «ipo«d bii wt 



lent imbltloD. 
balWr in Ihli 



Qcrllj of potUcLt tolvDti would haTa iuGC««ded mnct 
impotluja. He »u loo good ■ poet to conduct uid excouu nidh a 
forger;. B* eoDseind that hli old poatij wonld bo auOslnul; madwd 
bj old word! and old apalliag. But ho look no -^^^^t^^B about Ihoiigbia 
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Tbe uprjste ' sprees the ayleote letten ■ fylle, 
Wftbe ouphaut' faery es joy nyng ynne the dtetne ; 
The forreste sbeenethe wythe the sylver leme;< 
None maie mie love be sated ynn yttes treate; 
UpoDiie the lynche* of somme swefte teynyng' atreme, 
At the swote banquette 1 wylle swotelie eate. 
Thys yB the howse ; yee hyndes, swythyn appere. 



CKLMONDK. 

Go telle to Birtha strayte, a streungerr waytethe here. 



Celmonde! yeeseyoctesl Ihope thouhaalegoode nenes. 

CBLHONDB. 

The hope ya loste; for heavie Dewea prepare. 
IsiGllanelle? 
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CKLHONDB. 

Hee lyrea ; and stjile max use 
The behylte* bleaaynges of a future yeare. 



Wbatte beavie tydynge tbenne have I to feare ? 
Of whatte miscbaunce dydate tbou so latelie saie ? 



For heavie tydynges swythyn nowe prepare. 
MUa sore wounded ys, jn bykerous* friue ; 
In Wedecester's wallid toune he lyes. 



mie agroted' breast ! 

Wythoute your sjgbte, be dyes. 



Wylle Birtha's presence ethe' ber Ella's payne? 
I flie; nene wyi^es doe from mie schoulderrssprynge. 



CBLHONDB. 

Hie stede wydhoute nylle deftelie' heere us twayne. 



I [ChHor am Ihii w«d in Ibe Hue of 'piDmiwd i' but T 
UUh«,d«riTiiigl[frDm On Buon, pnftn (he ilgnMatloD 'hidd 
whiclicerulnlriiiiU betm withtht meulneor Ihepuuc*. Inline 
1101, hDweisc, ilviUnalbgHtliitinUipteuIioD.— Ed.] 

t WntliJiii. 3 BwelUng:, « bunting. 

t Raliin, eua. c Euily, oommodlMulr. 
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Oh! I ffyll flie as wynde, and no nue lyngesi 

Swefllie caparisons for rydynge bryngei 
I have a mynde mynged Wythe the levyn ploome.* 
O lElia, ^lla! dydste thou kenne the stynge, 
The nhyche doeth canker yone mie hartys roome. 
Thou wouldste see playne thieselfe the gale' to bee i 
Atjse, uponoe thje love, and flie to meeten me. 



The stede, on wbyohe I came, ys awefte as ayre; 
Mie servytouies doe wayte mee nere the wode; 
Swythynne wythe mee unto the place repayre ; 
To M\\a 1 wylle gev you condiicte goode. 
Youte eyne, alycbe a baulme, wylle staunche hys 

bloode, 
Holpe oppe bys woundes, and yev' hys harte alle 

Uponne your eyne he boldes hya lyvelyhode;' 
You doe bya spryte, and alle hya pleaaannce bere. 
Comme, lette's awue, albeytte ytte ys moke,' 
Yette love wiUe be a tore' to tourne to feere' nyghtes 
smoke. 



Albeytte unweais' dyd the welkynn '• rende, 
Reyne" alycbe fallynge ryrers, dyd ferse" bee, 

I Lingvr. ! FeiUiered l.gblning. 9 Cuie. 4 

I Life. S Duk. 7 Torch. » V 

» TnspetU. Tha loleipceUtlan of thit void rggta solelj on Cht 

ID Skj, orhesTen. 11 Rain. UPisne. 
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Eithe nythe the ayie enchafed' dfd contende, 
Everychonebreatheofwynde w;tb« plagues dyd d< 
Yette 1 to Ella's eyne efUoones woulde flee ; 
Albeytte hawethorn«a dyd mle fleahe ensenie,* 
O wlenes, wythe scrychynge, shakeynge everycbe tr 
And water-neders* wry^lynge yn eche streme, 
Yette woulde I flie, ne under coverte stale, 
Botte seke niie jfiUa owte ; brave Celmonde, loade 



Heere ynn yis forieate lelle us watcbe for pF«e, 
Bewreckeynge* on oure foemenne oure ylle waire; 
Wbatteverre schalte be Englyscb wee wyUe slea, 
Spreddynge our ugsomme' tennome* to ttfarre. 
Ye Dacyanne menne, gyfF Dacyanne luenne yee are, 
Lette nete' botte blodde anffycyle' for yee bee ; 
On everich breaste yn gorie letieres scarre,* 
Whatt sprytes you have, and bowe those sprytes 

And gyf yee getle awaie to Deninaikea shore, 
Eftesoones" we will retourne, and wanquisfaed bee 
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Tbe batteUe loste, a baltelle was ^ndede ; 
Note queedes' hemselfes culde stonde so harde a frde; 
Ouie verie armoure, and oure heaulmes* djd blede. 
The DacyanneB sprytes, lyrhe dene drops, fledde 

Tlte was an ^Ua dyd commaunde the daie ; 
Ynn spyte of foemanne, I moste sale hys myghte: 
Botte wee ynn hynd-lettes' blodde the loss wylle paie, 
Brynnynge,' thatte we knowe howe to wynne yn 

fyghte i 
Wee wylle, lyke wylfes' enloosed from chaynes, 

destroie ; — 
Oure armoures — nynter nyghte sbotte* oute the daie 

of jole." 

Wbene swelle-fote tyme doe Tolle the daie alonge, 
Somme hamlette scalle onto oure fhuyrie' brende ;' 
Brastynge* alyche a rocke, or mountayne stronge. 
The talle chyrche-spyre upon thegrene ahaUebeodei 
Wee wylle the walles, and auDtyante" tourrettes 

Pete" everych tree whych goldyn fruyte doe beere, 

Downe to the goddes the ownerrs dhereof sende, 

Besprengynge" alle abrode sadde warre and bloddie 



iblf be, thai their umaiJitllfkc]ud« em 
' night exclDdn every gleam of dAy.-^DxA 
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Botte fyrste to yynder oke-tree nee nylle die ; 
And thence wjlle yssue owte onne a31 yatle comnieth 



parte of the Woode. 



Thys meikcess' doe affraie mie wommanns breaate, 
Howe sable ys the spreddjnge akie arrajdel 
Hallie* the bordeleire,' who lyres to reste, 
Ne ys alt nyghtya flemynge' hue dysmayde ; 
The Btarres doe scantillie * the sable brayde ;* 
Wyde ys the sylver lemes' of comforte wove; 
Speke, Celmonde, does ytte make thee notte afrayde? 



Merker' the nyghte, the fitter tyde* for love. 



Saiest thou for love? ah! love is fat awaie. 
Paygne would I see once moe the roddie lemes" of dale. 



Love male bee nie, woulde Bittha calle ytte here. 
How, Celmonde, dothe thou mene? 

1 Daikncu. i HippT- i CotUgH. 

4 TsirUying. I Scucelf, ipsriiigl;. 6 Emhnildei 

1 1Ul>, brnml. t Duker. 9 Tim*. 
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Thys Celmonde tnenes, 
No leme, no eyne, ne mortaHe manne appere, 
Ne lyghte, an acte of love for to bewreene :' 
Nete' in thys fotreste, botte thys tore,' dothe sheene, 
The whych, potte oute, do leave the whole yn nyghte ; 
See! howe the brauncynge* trees doe here entwyne, 
Makeynge thys bower so pleasynge to the syghte ; 
Thys was for love fyrste made, and heere ytt stondes, 
Thatte hereynae lovers niaie enlyncke yn true loves 
bondes. 



Celmonde, speake whatte thou menest, or alse r 

tboughtes 
Perchaunce male robbe thie honestie so fayre. 



Then here, and knowe, hereto I have you broughte, 
Mie longe hydde love unto you to make clere. 



Oh heaven and eartbe ! whatte ys ytt I doe heare ? 
Am I betraste?' where ys my £Ub, sale ! 



O I do nete' none to £lla syke love here, 
Botte geven some onne Celmondes hedde. 
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I vrylle be gone, and groape mie passage out«, 
Albeytte nedera ' stynges mie legs do twjme aboute. 



None bie tbe sejDctes I wylte notle lette tbee goe, 
Ontflle thou doeste mie brend^nge' love aniate.' 
Those eyne have caused Celmaade mjckle woe, 
Yeune lette yer smyle fyrst take bymm yo regtate.' 

I didst thou see mie breastia troblous state, 
Theere love doth harrie" up mie joie, aod ethe!' 

1 wretched bee, beyonde tbe hele' of fate, 

Gyff Birlha stylle wylle make mie haite-veynes blethe. ' 
Softe as the sommer flowreets, Birtba, looke, 
FuUe ylle I canne thie frownes and harde dyspleasaance | 
brooke. 



Thie love ys foule i 1 waulde bee deafe for aie, 
Radher tbanne heere syche deslavatie' sedde. 
Swythynne Hie from mee, and ne further saie; 
Radher thanne beare thie love, I woulde bee dead. 
Yee seynctes! and shal I wroDge mie Ella's bedde. 
And wouldst thou, Celmonde, tempte me to the 

thynge ? 
Lett mee be gone — alle curses onue thie hedde ! 
Was ytte for thys thou dydste a message brynge ? 
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Leite mee be gone, tbou manne of sable hute ! 
Or welliyn' and het stanes wpll take a mafdens parte. 



Sjtheace you wylle notte lette mie suyte avele,* 
Uie love wylle have yttee joie, altho wythe gayl^ ; 
Yonre lymbes shall bende, albeytte atrynge as stele ; 
The merkye* seeaonne wylle your blosbea hylte.' 



Molpe, bolpe, yee seynctesi c 
was spylte I 



The seynctei att distaance stonde ynu tyme of nede. 

Strev* notte to goe; thou canate notte, gjS thou 

Unto Riie nyscbe' bee kinde, uid nete alse hede. 

No, foule bestoykeire,' I wylle rende the ayre, 
Tylle dethe do stale mie dynne, or some kynde roder' 

Holpel holpe! ohgoddel 



Ab ! thatts a wommanne cries. 
I kenn hem ; sale who are you, yatte be tbeere ? 



iz=rtNGoogle 



ROWLEY POEHS. 



Tee hyndes, awaie ! orre bie thye sirerde yee ^es. 

Thie wordea wylle ne mie hards sete' afFere.* 

Save mee, obi save me from thys royner'beere! 

Stonde thou bie mee ; none sue thie name and londe; 
Or awythyne schall mie Bwetde thie boddie tare. 



Botbe I wyHe sbewe thee bie mie brondeous* honde. 



Besette hym Tounde, yee Danes. 

CBLMONDI. 

Comme onne, and see 
Gyff mie strynge ankce' m«e bewryen' whatte I bee. 
[Fyghle al attetute Celmonde, mq/nte Danes he tlealh, 
andfaUih to flurro.] 



Oh 1 t forslagen' bet ye Danes, now kennCf 
I amme yatte Celmonds, seconde yn the fyghte. 
Who dydd, atte Watchette, soforslege'youremenne; 
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Ifele in;ne ejrne to sn^me ]rn ntarae' oygbte^— 
To hsr be kynde. [iWert. 



Thenne felle a wordhie knyghte. 
!, who bee you ? 



I am greate Ella's wyfe. 



Gyffatienste' hym you barbouTe foule despyte, 
Nowe wythe the lethal' anlace* take mie lyfe, 
Bie thaotes* I ever onne you wylle bestowe. 
From ewbryce* you mee pyghte,' the norste of mortal 



I vrylle i ytte Bcatle bee soe : yee Dacyans, beere. 
Thya M]h bavethe been oure foe for aie. 
Thorrowe the battelle he dyd brondeous' teare, 
Beyog the lyfe and bead of evetych fraie ; 
From everych Dacyanne power he won the dale, 
Foralagen' Magnus, all our schippea ybrente j' 
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Bie hys felle errae wee now ste made to Straie ; 
The speete of Dacya he ynne pieces shente ;' 
Whannehantoned'barckes unto ourelondedyd comme, 
jElla the gare* dheie aod, and wysched' hym bytter dome.' 



Bee stylie. 
Botte yette be ys a foemanne goode and fayre ; 
Whanne wee are spente, he soundetbe the forloyne ;' 
The captyves cbayne he tosseth ynno the ayre, 
Cheered* the wounded botbe wylhe bredde and wyne; 
Has hee notte untoe somine of you bynn d^ne ?' 
You woulde have smethd* onne Wedecestrian fielde, 
Botte hee behylte' the slughorne" for to cleyne," 
Throwynge onne hys wyde backe, hys wyder spfed- 

dynge shield e. 
Whanne you, as caytysaed," yn fielde dyd bee. 
He oathed" you to be stylie, and strayte didd sette you 

free. 

ScaQe wee fotslege" hys wyfe, because he's brave ? 
BicauB hee fyghteth for hys countryes gare?" 
Wylle hee, who havhh bynne yis Ella's sIbtc, 
Rohbe hym of whalte percase" he hoidith deere ? 

1 Bnke. i AuuiDrnwd. 9 nrnue. 4 Wlibcd. i FUe. 

ti RetJeA^ 7 Nobla, vortby of pruH. S Smohfid- 

• [So in all tbe coplei. It •honld howent be ' cbconlb.'— Ed.) 
9 Forbid. IDWnUlwiiiRRimenttirmiulc. II Souud. 

IJCiplivn. 13 8-ore. HSUj. ISC.mb. 16 Pethspi. 
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Or scalle we menne of mennys ' sprjtea appere, 
Doeynge hym favoore for hys favoure donne, 
Swefte to hys pallace thys damoiaelle' bere, 
Bewrynne* oure case, and to oure waie be gonne? 
The last you do approTe ; so lette ytte bee ; 
DaiDoyselle, comme awaie; you safe scalle bee irythe 



Al blessynges maie the seynctes unto yee gyve ! 
Al pleasauncemateyourelonge-straughte'lyvyngesbee ! 
jElla, whanne tnowyoge tbatte bie you I lyve, 
Wylle thyncketoosmallea guyfCe' thelondeand sea. 
O Celtnonde ! I maie defUie* tede by thee, 
WhatteiUe betydethe' the enfouled'kynde; 
Maie ne thie cross-stoae' of thie cryme bewree 1<* 
Maie alle menne ken thie valoure. fewe thie mynde ! 
Soldyer ! for syke thou arte ynu noble fraie, 
I wylle thie goingea 'tende, and doe thou lede the wue. 



The mornynge' gyns ^nge the easte to aheene ; 
Darklinge the lyghte doe onne the waters plaie ; 
Thefeynteroddeleme"slowecreepethoerethegreene, 
Toe chase the merkyness " of nygbte awale ; 
Swifte flie the howers thatte wylle biynge oute the dale ; 
The softe dewe falleth onne the greeynge " grasse ; 
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The sbepster mayden,' dfghtynge* her arme, 
Sc&nte * sees her vysage ya the wavte glasse ; 
Bie the fulle daylieghte wee scalle MQa. aee, 
Oi Brystowes wallyd townei damoyselle, followe mee. 



Tys nowe futle morne ; I thougbten, bie laste nyghte 
To have been heere ; mie slede ban Dotte mie love ; 
Thya ys mie pallace; lelte mie byndes* alyghte, 
Whylste I goe oppe, and wake mie slepeynge dove. 
St^e here, mie byiidtettesi 1 shal (rae above. 
Nowe, Birtha, wjU tbie loke enhele' mie spryle, 
Thiesmyles unto mie woundesa baulme nyUeproove ; 
Mie ledanne' boddie wylle bee sette aryghte. 
Egnina, haste, and ope the portalle doore, 
Tatte I on Birtha'a breste maie tbynkeof warrenemore. 



toUtmiag dlidoeue, to loenlion do Dlber, eoa 

ihoTt uid haatjF sflnUncH, BudileD tiaiuttbuu 

L, A better iceue for tluwlng (he ahrug m 

juiUtrs, never ippeued elDnirj-Une them 



iz^mnGoO'^Ic 



Ah ! tbat eemiiilykeeDe' to me« 
Speeketh a legendary tale of woe. 



Birtha i3_ 

Whatt? where? how? sue, whatte of shee? 



Gone — 

Gone I ye goddes ! 



Alas ! ytte ys toe true. 
Yee aeynctes, hee dies awaie wythe myckle woe I 
MOaI what?iGl]a! oh 1 hee lyres agen! 



Cal mee notte ^Ua; I am hymme ne moe. 

Where ys shee gon awaie? ah! apeake! how? when? 



Caparyaon a score of atedes ; flie, flie I 
Where ya shee? swythynne speeke, or instante thou 
tludte die. 



tlel. in Kmbj, ■gcnwllijHB, I0.1 i 
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Stylle thie loud n^, and here thou whatte I knowe. 
Oh 1 speek. 

BSWIHA. 

Lycbe pryintose, droopynge wythe the heavie rayne, 
Laete nyghte ! leRe her, droopynge with her wiere,' 
Her love the gare.'tbatte gave herbartesykepeyue— 

Hetlovel towbomme? 

To thee, her spouse, alleyne.' 
As ys mie hentylle* everyche mome to goe, 
I wente, and oped ber chamber doore ynn twayoe, 
Botte foiind her notte, as I was wont to doe; 
Thannftalle srounde the pallace 1 dyd seere,' 
Botte culde (to mie bartes woe) ne fynde her anit 



Thou lyest, foul hagget thou lyest ; thou art her ayde 
To cheie ber loutte ; — botte noe ; ytte cannotte bee. 



Gyff trouthe appeal notte inne whatte 1 have sayde, 
Diawe forthe tbie anlace swytbyn, thanne mee slea. 

Botte yette ytte muste, ytte must bee soe; I see, 
Sbee wytbe somme loustie' panunoure ys gone ; 
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Itte moBle bee soe — ob ! bowe ytte wracLeth mee I 
Mie race of love, mie nee of l;fe ;b loane ; 
Nowe cage, uid bTCHideons' etonn, «nd tempeate 
com me; 
Nete lyvjnge upon erthe can now enswote* mie domine. 



Loverde 1' I am aboute the troulhe to saie. 
Laste nyghte, fulle late I dydde retourne to reste. 
As to mie chamber I dydde bende mie waie, 
To Birtha one hys name and place addrestei 
Donne to hym camme shee ; butte thereof the resle 
I ken ne matter ; so, mie bommage made — 



01 speakenemoe; mie harte flames yn yttes beste; 

1 once naa ^lla : nowe bee notte yttea shade. 
Hanne alle the fuirie of mysfoTtunes wylle 
Fallen onnemiebenned'headdelhannebeen^liastyile. 

Thya alleyn was unbuiled' of alle mie sptyte : 
Mie honnoute, bonnoure, ftownd on the dolce' wynde 
Thatte steeked' on y tte ; nowe wyth rage Im pyghte j' 
A brondeous'°unweere" ys mie engyned" mynde. 
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Mie hommeur' yatte somme drybblet * joie mue fynde, 
To the Danes woandes I wylle another jeve ;* 
Whanlic ihoa mis reniiMne'and mie peace ysrynde,* 
Ille were a recrandize' to thyncke toe lyve ; 
Hie huscarlsH,' untoe everie ssker telle, 
Gyffe noblie M\U lyved, as noble MWa feUe. 

ISlabhetA hyt brette. 

BBBTl'TODai. 

£1Ib ys Bleene ; the flower of Englonde's Owrtde I 



Be styUe t stytbs lette the chyrchea rynge mie knelle. 
Call hyther brsve Coernyke; he, as warde 
Of thys mie Bryitowe castle, wylle doe weHe. 

IKnelU ryngeth. 

ML^Ji, BOWIHA, SEaTX900BB, COBKHTKB. 

Thee I oideyne the warde ; so alle naie telle, 
I have botte lyttel tym to dragge thys lyfei 
Hie lethal ' tale, alyctae a lethdie belle, 
Dynne * yn the eares of her I wyschd " mie wyfe ! 
Botte, ah 1 shee maie bee fayre. 

Tatte shee moste bee. 
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Ab I sax notte soe; ;att« worde woukle ^ll&dobblie alee. 

£U.A, KomilA, SBBVirOOttl, 

Ah! Bitthaher^I 



Whatte dynne' js tb;s? wbatte m«t)es yis leathalle 

knelle? 
Where ys mie MU&? speekej where? bowe ys bee? 
Oh £I!b ! art thou yanne alyve and welle 1 



I lyve yndeed i botte doe notte lyve for tbee. 
Whatte menes mie £11b? 



Here mie meneynge set 
Thie foulness u^ed mie bonde to gyve thys wounde, 
Ytte mee unsprytes.' 



Ytte bathe unspryted mee. 



Ah heavens ! roie Birlba falletbe to the grouode I 
Botte yette I am a manne, and so wylle bee. 



olg, 'depHreiof Hfe' 



i,.;i,GtH>«^lc 



MWat I amme a Dane ; botte yette a friende to tbee. 
Thya damoyBelle I founde wythynne a woode, 
Strevynge fulle harde anenste' a burled' Bwayne i 
I sente hym myrynge" ynne mie compbeeres' blodde, 
Celmonde hys name, cbief of thie warrynge trayne. 
Tis damotseUe soughte to be here agayne ; 
The nbyche, albeytte foemen, wee dydd wylle ; 
So here wee brougbte ber wythe you to remayne. 



Yee nobylle Duies! wythe goulde I wyll you fjlle. 



Birtba, mie lyfe I mie love ! ob ! she ys fayre. 
Whatte Taultes coulde Birtha bave ; whatte faultes could 
^llafeare? 



Amm I yeane tbyne ? I cannotte blame (hie feere, 
Botte doe leBte mee uponne mie ^lla'a bresste ; 
I wylle to thee bewryen ■ the woefulle gare." 
Celmonde dyd comme to mee at lyme of reste. 
Wordeynge' for mee to flie, att your requeste. 
To Watchette towne, where you deceasynge laie ; 
1 wyth hym fleddei thro' a murlie' wode we preste. 
Where hee foule love unto mie eares dyd sale : 
The Danes— 
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Oh! t die conteute— 



Ohl ysmie^Uadedde? 
Ob 1 I wyll make hys grave mie vyr^n spousal bedde. 
[Birtha fegncteth. 

COB BK TEE. 

WhaUe? fUadeaddel and Biitha dyynge toe ! 
Soe falles the fayrest flourettes of the playne. 
Who canne unplyte' the wurchys' heaven can doe, 
Or who untneste the role of shappe' yn tnayne? 
i£lla, thie reiinome' was tbie onlie gayne ; 
For yette, thie pleasaunce, and thie joie was loste, 
Thie countrymen shall lere thee on the playne, 
A pyte of carnea,' as anie grave can boaste : 
Further, a just amede' to thee to bee, 
Inne heaven thou synge of Godde, on erthe welle 
synge of thee.* 



he Epiitle, Letter, ud Ea< 
lio M.S.inCtutceitoD'sl 
le beglnDlng of which h< 
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ADDITIONAL NOTES TO MLLA. 

" XUa mfOt l/if I taulf, amd Impt UmI fo* 
Iff lit from ylU eaiU avaic, whalli Itmi inait »i miJriii." 

llvitr tluoilgli Ihe whole pJ«7, md mra no Inconiidenble cll 

lie gfluLui of a dfADUtlc poetp yet ch« dialogue ia canied od i 

lameeua and freedom, at it It na entfrelj unencucabered i 

Iim ud rbTnu. In tha Lodua ConeaUls, 01 pllj of CoipBl 

ChrliU, which ia the only perTormaiics nf the kind eiunl of eqiul an- 

helt ipHoho wlih tht lUniaa. la that of £Ua, Ihe po«l, wlihoDt 
lacrifieinf a itilct eonftiniiicy to the macra, baa Impravad disapiillof 

ipaech, DF of the paaafoD which tha poet wiahei to ralae and npreHot 
rhe (Aet of inrprlaa— tba •lolaiica of nHntmsDt— tha iirltsUa huh 

ofprldaaodJaaloujareAoelyanJetrQii^lj murked bj ioddvn duuitai 
le dialogue in Che diflteent pvU of Ihe Himiii, and b; making 

flneat-ipodeUed poab? ipeak Iho feallngg and acting! of the hm 



mlafoTtanei o£ MUm, end aaaigni him hla poethoiDoiu lewar 
king oul (he place of hie intcnnant with peculiar tokeni of dietln 
. and BtemillDf hil name in aong ; bonauTB adapted to tha cuto 
lie age in which he li lupposed Co hare liTed. Bat wlch Che pie 
chriatlan, ud Che Judgment of a critic, he haj propeilj diiti 
gulebed Che Ood from Che hero, bj gliing to each hi> n^Wi' 

EmahaafeD thoaajnge of Godde, od erthe welle aynge of thee."- 



^mble Interludeit even a 
that they are uClerlj daaUCI 
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(Ightaantli cenCuTT. Both aie tha effugioai of > ymiiig mind, vir 
from itiidTing Muod'i Stfrida and Carnclacw 

UieruiiiurmoiinUblB Dblectioo to theinUqnltTand luthe 






n of Ld~ii 



I ■ piny. Ttiey niuL« ■ pan of 



ont^isQi. Ctauicliet vere oir cbief Uieslm betoie the 
: sndthedyjiuiiuJilriCinynga, thebuildHof Bcburoh, 

hla new ediflco wili Ihe mhibitiDn of » tplondid Myslerj. 



Apology, but in Apemni^irdBcJualioiiof lii9Dpiiilonoftlivab«vTilLL; 



a phlLotopbj tbr a prieet of th 
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roiirewgUifrtKn<Mirtltlle,a!idllittctirriatirla nlyis,"— P»ge (», 
In tbUpaiugft the word * Alyn ^ ib rightly laLerpreted ' u set free/ In 
other pluces 11 hu nceind the ncious and erroneoni moiniagt of 
' Mallon,' 'to deiert,' &c. [Chattertoa probBblyloDkit rrom Keaey, 
" 19IiBtII(o. 1 sllowEd." Fnmi nhence K«rie7ti»k it iileu miteriil: 

takfnreadingoriheBTtloIe^IiflUiiiaidnDei. The lery dUtinct lig- 
nlBcslion of tl.e two worde »« thin Itsted by Verjtegao, p. 327. 

.-aKfiD, mowed, ii«n»d.-aiiM. «iB«e.-aiiatB, ^i,^,d.- 



who ptobBbly did not think of conaultiiig the ailglDBl, lup- 
iBTB ' to be iomething bolongiDg to gloTei, and »it»wntBre 
it fmbria, iulilii ,' i hinge oi border. It eeemed, ud ItUI 

ritdtioyr: and coDieiuenlly thM 'sunerE' vu loinetlmei 

probitly Bigaiti, oilher 'something belongiiig to gloree,' or 
It ' B girdle ;' ind 1 think 1 might talbly tmgt the intelligent 
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oliiene Itnbtt, Ihtt Ld vhot I uke W be Uie matt iiccunM mud lu- 
Ihentlc edttioD r>( th« Fieoch JtenaH i4(lafiai>(Fa[iil72T), tlwetwo 
Uon <n Ihu written, r. iD2»— 

Use petite clerblenfalcw." 
WhJch, I appiebesd, tiilda no loull BUength to my CDDjectun, tbal 
both 'Bumener 'ud 'aumece.'Bre derivaiiiei bom Ili»Frtncli aumo- 

[Chattertan'i mlcrpretaboa wu deriied from Keney or Bails;— (Or 



" Shut up In nwrowor boundi tto Higni wildly >avM, 
And frighlB the BtrB^Jin|f Bocbi, the neinhbaring ah 






I affrlgbted from the Sood; 



Folp-cliion. Bi. vu. 1. 10—18. 

VIII. " StMRini^ spDB ihi boTit w^h ilosdiH ill," $«.- Fige 7e. 

ThesuUior or the 'Tt^gycalEnteilnde' it describing the morning 
of that day, when Alia obtained the signal riciot; oier the Daclane or 
Danes. Among other things he mentions the rays of light ahiuLdg 
upon the 'bomar' wh[chby Cbatterton is interpreted — ^bnmlah.' Ai 

" Brygbte tonne ban jnne h;t roddie robet byn d^hle. 

The Hovers draws awaie the geele □( nrghM, 
Hei uMe uplilrie wat rent ;n twayne. 
The danncynge ttreakea b«decl<«d betvennet playne, 
And OD the dewa dyd amjle wjthe ihemrynge eia, 

Sheenynge apon the borne, whych ttondeth bLe ; 

The tonldyeti tloode upoone the hilLii ajde, 

Lyebe jonge enlvfed treoa, whycbe ytj a forrette hydc 



^lla, Ui 
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aUDDer, mnd fopnd ■ Borne pro buniiflh;' mod feCoardlogL^ inUTpntod 
■the borat. wbjch lUndetb bL«,' bjitaa 'bbtoiili. vhklu ttoiidMh bi«.' 
He wu piDbabJ; (till lunhei led lu Ihii notloii bj Iht vocd 'mnaiir' 
beinj; mentioDed in the preceding liae. Hut ^bonie' ma; eignify 

priely tAJd IhKt the 'burniih^ of BrraauT' ttuidt bjf 1h« purport of 



Bver7 'boikf baorn' eignifiei fHC|i Koodf kitl or riJgt ol a bill, 
' Biisltj bimni ' ie hare opposed by tbepoet to 'buahy dei],^iD the foie- 

medtioDi the FiBinf sun ahinijig upoii tbe ' bourne.' that ii, upon the 
tipper ftbd extrrnu part or ridgt of that hill, which wat near the army. 

" The eonldyere iloodf uponne the hillii lyde. " 
It Ig mod in the lame lenis in the second battle of Hulinel i when 

Thij it what in ttaenotei li interpreted ' burnlih,' though it m reelitj 
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Thla fragDwnt (th* nuutuolpt in Chittatloii'l hud-wi 
tionedlD pil^ ]07)»purpartilikewiK to bn the compOAldoi 
Eawlflf. Th« T«ry eidiUnce of any luch pertoti u Ro* 



iHlf of BriiCol, and Dwku bequent 



10 much u naCl«d bj WillluD 
■nppoHd Umt or Kowlsy, wai 

mithon out of obgcnritj* bu 
non; dot ret Lelnod, FItu, o 
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QODDWYN, 



PROLOGUE. 

MADB BIB MAI3TRE WILLIAM 



Whtlommb ' bie pensmenne* moke' ungentle* name 
Have upon Goddw;nne Erie of Kente bin lajde, 
Dfaerebie benynicnynge' hymme of faie' and fame; 
Unliart' dirinisties" haveth saide, 
Thalte he vraa knonen toe noe hallie* nurche;'' 
Botte thja was all hys faulte, he gyfted ne" the churcbe. 

The aucthoure" of the piece whiche we enacte. 
Albeytte" a clergyon," Irouthe wyll wrytte. 
Inne drawynge of hya meitne no wytte ys lackte ; 
Entyn" a kynge mote" bee full pleased to nyghle. 
Attende, and marcke the partes Dowe to be done ; 
Wee better for toe doe do champyon '' anie onne. 




iz=rtNGoogle 



116 






GODDWYN. i 


r 




1 


H.moint 


u 


T.Ro-L.i..lbeAucUi«in. ■ 












ai.H Thlkt Gomm. 


AMIiB, 






KTne. Raw 


ABDE. 




OdhmMeKir 


eBT» MiKiTasuu. 


« 


o™,. 


1 AND BAEOLDI. 


Habolde ! 






Mie loverde 1- 


AHOLDE. 




■^ 
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GODDWTN. 



Theie batten' on ne her flesh, her hartea bloudedryncke. 
And all ys graanted from the roieal honde. 



Lette notte thie agreme' blyn,' ne aledge* stonde ; 
Bee I toe nepe? I wepe in teres of gore: 
Am I betraaaed?' sfke' shulde mie burlie' bronde 
Depeyncte' the nronges on hym from whom 1 bore. 

OODOWYN. 

I ken thie spryte* ful welle ; gentle thou art. 
Stringe,'" ugsomme," rou," as amelhynge" armyes 

Yett efCe," I feare, thie chefes " toe grete a parte, 
And that thie rede " bee efte borne downe hie breine." 
Wtiat tydynges from the kynge ! 



His Normans knowe. 
I make noe compheere" of the shemrynge" trayne. 



Ballcj, he would hm fnnd lh« 



4 AIlegB. Idly, 5 I>«elTerl, betciijtd. « So. 

7 Fury, BDg«r, Tiig«. B Faint, display. 9 SonL 

10 Strong. II Terrible. It Ugly, ftow.td. 
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ROWLEY POEMS. 



Ah Hatolde! tU a Bjrghle of myckle woe, 
To kenne these Normannes everich 
What tyd;nge ivithe the fou1ke?> 

HA BOLD E. 

Stylle mormorynge atte yer shap,' Etylle toe the kynge 
Theie ralle theire trobblee, lyche a soigii 
Hane Englonde thenne a tongue, butte notteastynge? 
Duthe alle compleyne, yette none wylle ryghted bee ? 



Awaytethe tyme, whanneGodde wylle sende us ayde. 



No, we muste etreve to ayde oureselves wyth powre. 
Whan Godde wylle sepde us ayde! tia fetelie' prayde. 
Moste we thos caike' awaie the lyve-longe howte? 
Thos croche' oure armes, and ne toe lyve dareygne,* 
Unburled,' undelievre,' unespryte I" 
Far fro mie harte be fled thyk '* thoughle of peyne, 
lie free mie countrie, or Ille die yn fyghte. 



Botte lette us wsyte untylle somme season fytte 
Mie Kentyshmen, thie Summertons shall ryse ; 
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Adented ' prowess' to the gite" of witte, 
Agajne the itrgent' horse shall daunce yn akiea. 
Oh Harolde, heere forstraughteyiiRe' wanhope' lies. 

Englonde, oh Englonde, tis for thee I blethe.' 
Whylste Edwarde to thie sonnea wylle nete alyse,' 
Shuldeanie of thie sonnes fele augbte of ethe?> 
Uppunne the trone" I sette thee, helde thie crowne j 
Botte oh! tnere hommage aoite to pyghte" thee downe. 
Thou arte all preeste, and notheynge of the kynge. 
Thou arte all Norman, nothynge of mie blodde. 
Know, ytte beseies" thee notte a masse to synge ; 
Servynge thie leegefolcte ' tliou arte aervynge Godde. 



Then Ille doe heaven a aervyce. To the akyes 
The dailie contekes'* of the londe asceode. 
The wyddowe, fahdrelesse, and bondemennes crit 
Achete" the mokie" aire and heaven astende." 
On ua the rulera doe the folcke dependei 
HancelIed"fromerthe these Normanne hyndes'*shalle 

Lyche a baltently" low," mie awerde shalle brende ;" 
Lychefallyngesofteraynedroppes, Iwyllhem^slea;" 



4 Whits, Blinding (o ttn 
8 Alio-. 
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120 ROWL£Y POBHS. 

Wee wnyte too longe ; oure purpose wjlle defayte ; 
Aboune' the h^be empryze,' and roiue the champjones 



This suBter — 

Aye, I knowe, she is bis queene. 
Aibeytte,' dyd shee speeke ber foemeo ' feyre, 
1 wuJde dequace* her comlie semlykeene,' 
And foulde mie bloddie anlace' yn ber bayre. 



No, bydde the leatbal" mere," 
Upriste" withe hiltreoe" nyndea and cause unkeud," 
Beheste" it to be lete;" BO IwyUe appeare, 
Eere Harolde hyde hys name, his countries friende. 
The gule-steynct" hrygandyne," the adventayle," 
The feerie aolace brede" slial make mie gare" prevayle. 

t Deaj, Ml. 3 Haka mAj. i EatttptitB. 

4 Nolwilhiunding. 1 Fou. 

e UAdglfr. deitroT. InXiBHY, whom B^liilThu copied, iumeui' 
lag It limplj, ' To 4Ah1i. 
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OODDWXN. 



Harolde, what wuldest doe? 



Bethyiicke thee whatt. 
Here tieihe Englonde, ^1 her drites' unfree, 
Here liethe Normsna coupynge* ber bie lotte, 
Caltysnyng* everich native plante to gre,' — 
Whatte woulde I doe ? I brondeous* wulde hem alee ;' 
Tare owle theyre sable harte bie ryghtefulle bretne ;' 
Theyre deathe a meanes untoe mie lyfe sbulde bee, 
Mie spryte shuide revelle yn Iheyr harle-blodde 

Eftaoones 1 wylle bewryne" mte ragefulle ire, 
And Goddb anlace* wietde yo furie dyte. 



Whatte wouldest thou wytbe the kyoge? 



Tate offe hys crowne ; 
The ruler of aomme mynater" hym ordeyne: 
Sette uppe aom dygner" than I han pyghte" downe; 
And peace in Englonde abulde be brayd" agayne. 



t CDIUiig, mugUng, 3 Fartildding, nitnliijii|. 
II Man wathj. It Palled, plucked. 
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ROWLBS POEMS. 



No, lette the super-halUe' sejncte kfnge tejgfat, 
Ande somme moe reded ' rule the untentjfF* leaulme ; 
Kynge Edwarde, yn hys cortesie, wylle deygne 
To yielde the spoilea, and alleyne* were' the heaulm 
Botte from roee harte bee everych thoughte of gayne, 
fot sDie of mie kin 1 wyache him to ordeyne. 



Tell me the meenee, and I nylle boute ytte strayte ; 
Bele^ mee to slea' mieselfe, ytte shalle be done. 



To thee I wylie swythynne' the menes unplayte,' 
Bie whyche thou, Harolde, shalte be proved mie sonne. 
1 have longe seen whatte peynes were undergoR, 
Whatte agrames" braunce" out from the general tree ; 
The tyme ys commyntre, whan the mollock" gcon" 
Drented" of alle yts swolynge" owndes'* shalle bee; 
Mie remedie is goode; our menne shall ryse: 
Eftsoons the Normans and owre agrame" flies. 



SEipliin. [To 'anplilB.'— K»«EY«nlB»llEy. ' Unpltten,' ic 
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GODSWTN. 



1 will to the West, and gemote' alle mie knygbtes, 
Wythe bjrlles that pancte for blodde, and aheeldes as 

As the ybroched' moon,' when blaunch' she dyghtes 
The wodeland grounde or water-mantled mede ; 
Wythe bondes whose niyghte canne make the dough- 
tiest' blede, 
Who efte have knelte upon forslagen* foes, 
Whoe wythe yer fote orresta* a castle-siede,'" 
Who dare on kyiiges for to liewrecke" yiere woea; 

I Auenble. S Broad. 9 Horotd. 

§ BUin. BAIttr. [It i( ohMrv.hle, u in llie preienl izHlMM 
that Chatlettan frequenll)' had nraursB to altsTBlioni in the orthogn- 

the mere proof that particular words were DbCfunbd from particolar 
tourcea, Ij ao argujaeol nhataver in faFour af tfaair aulbenticLIy ot 



ame enm i^tbe leauu it eiident. Baile; gerrllelj, and ai 
ume time ignonntlT, transci[bed the imccum^ei of hit pteden 
And, ai Speght wat oot alwiyg fuUr poueiKd of the meaning o: 



;planaUorn afibnied by Chat- 
, Bpslt aa Id the teiL 
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ROWLEY POEMS. 



Nowe wyile the menne of Englonde haile the due, 
Whan GoddwjD leades them to the ry ghtfulle fraie. 



Botte ftrBle we'll callethe loverdes' of the West, 
The erles of Mercia, Conventrie and all; 
The moe wee gayne, the gare' wylle prosper beste, 
Wythe syke a nomber wee can Dever blL 



True, BO wee sal doe best to lyncke the chayne, 
Aodalle attenes' the spreddynge kyngedomme bynde. 
No crouched cbampyoDe' wythean harte moefeygne* 
Dyd yssue owte the hallie* swerde to fynde. 
Than I nowe strev to ryd mie londe of peyne. 
Goddwyn, what ihanckesowie laboures wylle enbepe I' 
nie ryse mie friendes unto the bloddie pleyne ; 
rUe wake the honnoure thatte ya now aslepe. 
When wylle the chiefes mete atte thie feastire halle. 
That I wythe voice alowde niaie there upon 'em calle ? 



Nowe, Englonde, ys the tyme. 
Whan thee or thie felle foem 
Thie geaaon' wrong es bee reyne* ynto iheyrepryme; 
Now wylle thie sonnes unto thie si 
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Alyche a storm egederinge i jn the skie, 
Tfs fulleande brastetb* on the chaper'gronnde ; 
Sycke shalie mie fhuirye on the Normans flie, 
And alle thejrre mitlee' menne be sleene' arounde. 
Nowe, nowe, wylle Harolde or oppressionne falle, 
Ne nioe the Engljshmenae yn vayne for hele' shal calle. 



Botte, loverde,' whie so manie Normannes here? 
Mee thynckethe wee bee notte yn Bnglyshe londe. 
These browded' straungera alnaie do appere, 
Theie parte yor trone,* and sete at your ryghte bonde. 



Go to, goe to, you doe ne uaderstonde : 
Theie yeave'° mee lyffe, and dyd mie bowkie" kepe; 
Theie dyd mee feeste, and did embowre" me gronde; 
To trete hem yll wulde lette mie kyndnesse slepe. 

QOBBNE. 

Mancas"you have yn store, ind to them parte; 
Youre leege-folcke" make raokei' dole," you have theyr 
worthe asterte." 



\OQirB. 11 PeTIDD.bod^. 13 Lod^- 

13 Muki, nthai ' mucuui.' 1 1 SubjBcti. IS Uuch, 

Ifl LAmeDUdon. 17 Ke^ecud^ orpuiedbj. 
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BOWLBT POEUS. 



1 heste' no rede of you. I ken mie friendes. 
Hallie* dheie are, fulle ready mee to hele.* 
Tbeyre volundett' are yetorren' to self endes t 
No denwere* yn mie breste I of them fele : 
I maste to prayers ; goe yn, and you do wele ; 
I muste ne lose the dutie of the daie ; 
Go inne, go ynne. atide viewe the azure rele,' 
Fulle neUe 1 note you have noe mynde toe praie. 

1 leeve youe to doe hoinniage heaven-were ;' 
To serve yor leege-folcke toe is doeynge hommage there. 



Mie friende, Syr Hughe, whatte tydynges brynges 
thee here? 



There is no mancas yn mie loverdes ente;° 
The bus" dyspense" unpaied doe appere; 
The laste receivure " ys eflsoones " dispente." 



1! lUcaipt, 13 Soon. 
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GODDWYN. 



Thenne guylde the Waste. 



Mie loverde, 1 dyd speke 
Untoe the mitte ' Erie Harolde of the Ibynge ; 
He rajaed hjs honde, and smoke me onne the cheke, 
Saieynge, go beare thatte message to the kynge. 



Arace' hjm of hys powere; bie Goddis worde, 
Ne moe thstte Harolde shall ywield the erlies swerde. 



Atte eeeson fytte, mie loverde, lette itt bee ; 
Botte nowe the folcke doe soe enalse' hys name. 
Inne strevvynge to alea bymme, ourselves we al 
Syke ys tbe doughtyness' of hys grele ftune. 



Hv^he, I bethyncke, thie rede* ya notteto blame. 
Botte thou maiestfyndefulle store of marckeaynKeote. 



Mie noble loverde, Godwynn ya the same ; 

He sweeres he wyLe notte awelle the Nonnans e: 
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Ah traytoure ! botte mie rage I wylle commaunde. 
Thou arte aNoimanne,Hugbe, a straunger to the launde. 

Thou kenneste huwe these Englyache erle doe here 
Such stedness ' in the yll and evylle thynge, 
Botte atte the goode theie hover yn denwete,' 
Onknowlachynge ' gif thereunto to clynge. 



Onnordie* syke a marvelle' of a kyngel 

Ednarde, thou deserveat purer leege;' 
To theeheie'shulden al theiie inancashryngei 
Tbie nodde should save menne, and thie glomb' for- 

alege.' 

1 amme no curriedowe," I lacke no wite," 
Ispekewhattebeethetrouthe.aiidnhatteallseeiSTygfate. 



Thou arte a hallie" manne, I doe thee pryze. 
Comme, comme. and here and bele" mee ynn mit 

Fulle twentie mancas I wylle thee alise,!* 
And twayne of hamlettes" to thee and tbie beyres. 
Soe shalle all Normannes from mie londe be fed, 
Theie alleyn" have syke lore as to acquyre yer bredde. 
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Whan Freedom, dreste yn blodde-steyned veste. 
To everie knyghte her nane-songe sunge, 
Uponne her hedde nvlde vredes were spredde; 
A gorie anlace bye her honge. ' 

She daunced onne the heathe ; 

She hearde the foice of dealhei 
Pale-eyned affryghte, hys harle of sylyer hue. 
Id Tayne assayledi her bosomme to acale;' 
She hearde onflemed' the shriekynge voice of woe. 
And sadnesse ynne the owlelte shake the dale. 

She shooke the burled* speere, 

On hie she jeste' her sheelde, 

Her foemen' all appere, 

And flizze' alonge the feelde. 
Power, wythe his heafod> straught* ynto the skyeS) 
Hys speere a sonne-beame, and hys sheelde a staire, 
Alyche'°twaieiibrendeyQge"gronfyrea"roIlshyseye8, 
Chaftes " with hys yronne feele and soundea to n 

She syttes upon a rocke, 

She bendes before hys speere. 

She ryses from the shocke, 

Wieldynge her owne yn ay re. 
Harde as the thonder dothe she drive ytte on, 
Wytte scillye" wyuipled" gies^' ytte to hys crowi 
Hys longe sharpe speere, hys spreddynge sheelde ys 
gon. 
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He biles, and fallynge rolleth thousandes down. 
War, goaie-laced war, bie envie build.i arist,* 
Hya fe«rie heaulme* noddyage to the ayre, 
Tenne bloddie arroireft ynne bys slreynynge fyste — ' 



i Armed. I Aioh, t HetanM. 

' lliit Ode, Dr Chonu, ii Dndoabwdl; od« of tbe mxl iDbliinfl cam- 
iHioD) of Rcmler*! pen i m rivil (nn in IB pment impcifsct lUls Id 
I lODgOD ■£]]■, Bad, ifcoQipEelepWDQldpnibMblygun Anlbdiapatftble 
rfttnnca. II KUufll; cmltaiu a radnndAnt mird, or fUlB in ■ deA- 
n( expreuiDD, nor cui iu pawerfu] Imo^firj be ronrcjed in more 

undiontad •piril— bei endoring fgrtitudi ; sud, the (flKtiul mumer 
in which •hetTtivnbenalf of faereneniT.—Dsiii Millh. 
Aj m eompleta ipeclnen of hia ■bilitifli in Ljric compatltiou, It ij 



eentDTj. Ethd in Iboie oompo^tloDi, of whicb the ipedet wu not 

from the other compgeitiDni of that tge, with iwpect to Ibe luiiiicr in 
wbich Iheji ue canalraeted, ud the tBt/ieli to vhich tbey sie ippUed, 
Initetd of Cedioni cfaroniolei wo hHve hen inlereeting portJoDB of 

ry, wlected ud amlMUiihed watb »U the gncei of epic poetry ; 

4d of devotiouLbjmnna, legendary teiei, and moraliiatioatof&CTlp- 
ws hare elegant little poenu upon dutrlHi ud ^^flium, ■ nitc 

flationa Irom the French, aa alluiiont to the popul&i aulhon of the 
middle jigei ; Dothiog, In thort, of what ve lee in bo maoy other wTiteri 

I XVth centurr. he mnit hare atalked about, like Tiredu among the 
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ENGLISH MBTAMOBPHOSIS. 



lUe V. Kobbit. 



WhuiDe Scythyannes, salvage as the wolves theie 

chacde, 
Peyncted ia horrone* foimes bie natarp dyghte,' 
Heckled' yn beastskyns, slepte uponiie the waste, 
And wyth the moraeynge rouzed the wolfe to fyghte, 
Swefte as descendeynge lemes* of roddie lyghte 
Plonged to the bulstred' bedde of laveynge' seas, 
Gerd' the blscke mouDtayn okesyn drybblets* twigbte,'° 
And ranne yn thoughte alonge the azure meea," 
Whose eyne dyd feerie sheene, like blue-hayred defs", , 
That dceerie hange upon Dover's emblaunched" clefs, 

Iliii poem vu origlnaUj printed ftom ailnerlefliaatiflChAUerlon'B 
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ROWLEY POEMS. 



Soft bounde^nge ovi-r swelleynge Eizure relesi 
The salvage natives sawe a shjppe appere ; 
An uncouthe' denwere * to theire bosomme steles ; 
Tfaeyre m^hte ys knopped* ynne the frost of fere. 
The headed javlyn lisseth * here and there ; 
Theie stonde, theie ronne, theie loke wythe ger eyne i 
The shyppes sayle, boleyiige* wythe the byndelie ayie, 
Ronneth to harbour from the beateynge bryne ; 
Theie dryve awaie aghaste, whanne to the stronde 
Aborted' Trojan lepes, wythe Moi^Uen sweerde yn 
hoiide. 



Hymme followede eftsoones hys compheeres,' whose 

swerdes 
Glestred lyke gledeynge * starrea ynne frostie nele, 
Hayleynge theyre capytayne in chirckynge'" Tvordes 
Kynge of the lande, whereon theie set theyre fete. 
The greets bynge Bruluslhanne theie dydhymgreete. 
Prepared for battle, mareschalled the fyghte ; 
Theie u^ed the warre, the natyves fledde. as flete 
As fleaynge cloudes that snymme before the syghte ; 
Tyll tyred wythe battles, for to ceese the fraie, 
Theie uncted'' Brutus kynge, and gave the Trojanns 
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ENOLISH HETAUORFHOSIS. 



Twayne of twelve years han lemed' up the rayndes, 
Leggende' the aalv^e unthewes' of tfaeiie bresle. 
Improved in myaterk* wane, and lymmed' tfaeyie 

Whenne Brute from Brutons sooke to lEterne reate. 
Eftaoons the gentle Locryne was possest 
Of Bwaie, and vested yn the paramente ;* 
Halceld' the bykrous' Huns, trho dyd infeste 
Hys wakeynge kyngdora wylh a foule intente; 
As hys broade sweide oer Homberres heade was honge. 
He tourned toe ryver wyde, aad roarynge rolled alonge. 



He wedded Geadolyne of roieal aede, 
Upon whose countenance rodde healthe was spreade ; 
Bloushing, alyche* the scarlette of herr wede, " 
She sonke to ]deassunce on the mariyage bedde- 
Eflsoong her peaceful! JMe of mynde was fledde ; 
Elstrid amelten"' with the Lynge Lociyne; 
(Jnnombered beauties were upon her shedde,' 
Moche fyne. moche fayrer Ihanne was Gendolyne; 
The mornynge tynge, the rose, the Ullie floure. 
In ever ronneynge race on her dyd peyncte theyre 
powere. 
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The gentle su jte of Locryne gsyned her love ;* 
Thae ly ved soft rooroentes to a ewotie ' age ; 
Eft' waodiinge ju the cc^pyce, delle, and grove. 
Where ne one eyne mote theyre disporte engage ; 
There dydde tbne teU the raerrie lovynge fage,' 
Croppe the prymroeen fiouretodecketheytebeadde; 
Tbe feerie Gendolyne yn woman r^e 
Gemoted' warriourslo bewreck'her bedde; 



orrect modem pocttJ» u w«11 ■■ the ctMnpHcKtrd JUtDrt afUwkUUII, 
rt bighlT nuplciout. IC ia na doubt One, that. In HDie CDmpotttiolIB 
fa Ijrical nature, the old Eugllib p«tl IIHIdkI m cauidenbli degne 
f eue KDd Bneiicj) dlifrflr Blirh ■■ wen odJEpKd in Ibc m*^ of As 
linniBli, whn tlK uoenity sf (nllowiiig iba taDt com)Rllcd tlH r«at 
7 obterre ■ retfuls'ltj of rh^tlim. Bnch, fOr ejtamp^, ai 
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ENGLISH METAMOBPHOSIS. 



Tfaei« rose ; jane battle nas greete Locryne sleeDe ; 
The faire Elstrida fledde from the encbafed' qneene. 



A tye of love, a dawtei fsyre she hanne. 

Whose boddeyage' momeyng shewed a fayre daie, 

Her fadre Locrynne, once an hailie manae. 

Wyth the fayie dawterre dydde she haste awaie, 

To where the western mittee* pyles of elate 

Arise ynlo the ctoudes, and doe them be«'e ; 

There dyd Elatrida and Sabryna staie i 

The fyrste tryckde out a whyle yn warryours gratch' 

and gear, 
Vyncente was she ycleped, butte folle soooe fate 
Seote deatbe to telle the dame she was notte yn regrateS 



The queeDe Gendotyne sente a gyaunte knyghle, 
Whose doi^hlie heade sweptetheemmerlleynge* skies. 
To slea her wheresoever she shulde be pyghte,' 
ELe everychone who shulde her ele> emprize.' 
Swefle sa the roareynge wyndes the gyaunte flies, 
Stayde the loude wyndes, and shaded reaufaues yn 

nyghte, 
Stepte over cytties, on meint" acres lies, 
Meeteynge the herehaughtes of morneynge lighte ; 
Tyll mooveynge to the weste, myschauoce hys gye," 
j He thoTowe warriours gral«h fayre Elstrid did espie. 
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ROWLEY POEMS. 



He tore a ragged mountajne from the grounde. 
Harried' uppe noddynge forresCs to the skie, 
Thanne nythe a fuiiie, mote the eilhe astounde,* 
To meddle ayre he leite the mountayne flie. 
The flying wolfynnes sente a yelleynge crie i 
Gone Vyncente and Sabryna felle the mount ; 
To lyve leternalle dyd theie eftsoones die ; 
Thorowe the sandie grave boiled up the pourple founte, 
On a broade grassie plajne was layde the by lie, 
Staieynge therouayngecourseof meintalimined' rylle. 



The goddes, who kenned the actyona of the wyghte. 
To leggen * the sadde bappe of twayne so fayre, 
Houton * dyd make the mountaine bie theiie m^hte. 
Forth from Sabryna ran a ryverre cleere,* 
RoaryDge and rolleynge on yo course bysmare ;' 
From female Vyocenle sholte a ridge of stones, 
Eche syde the ryver rysynge heavenirere ;' 
Sabrynas floode was helde ynne Elstryds bones. 
So are theie cleped ; gentle and the hynde 
Cau telle, that Severnes streeme bie Vyncentea rocke'a 
ywrynde.' 

The bawsyn " gyaunt, hee who dyd thero slee. 
To telle Gendolyne quycklie was y3ped;'> 
Whanne. as be strod alonge the shakeynge lee. 
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ZMGLISH METAMORPHOSIS. 137 

The roddie levynne' glesterrd on h;s heidde: 
Into hys hearte the azure vapoures spieade ; 
He wtythde arounde jn drearie dernie ' pajne ; 
WhannefromhiBlyfe-bloodelheroddelemes' were fed. 
He felle an hepe of ashes od the playne : 
Stylle does hys ashes shoote jnto the lyghte, 
A wondrous mountajne hie, aod Snowdou ys ytte 
hyghte.* 
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ROTTLBT POEMS. 



&n lExttlenie ISalalie of Cdaritfe:* 

Us mnitni bU t^ gott piitait V^OKas 1[UihiIcic,i 1464. 



In Virgyne* the sweltrie sun gan sheene. 
And hoUe upon the meea' did caste his raie; 
The apple rodded ' from its palie ^eene. 
And the mole ' peare did beode the leafy spraie ! 
The peede chelandrl' sunge the livelong daiej 
'Twas nowe the pride, the oianhode of the yeare, 
And eke the grounde was dighle' in its mose defle* 



ge "tlia big dioptfull," ud the " full flocki drlilDg 
"Thn wslkin opeD^ ud tbt jsllow llgbtDlDg flla," 



Soauuttltbiit, sducsU 
ni (Tted U WHthnrr, 
2 Thfl tigo of Vfrgo. 
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The suD was ^enMiog in the midde of date, 
Deodde still the aire, and eke the welken> bine. 
When from the sea arist' in drear arrue 
A hepe of cloudes of sable snllen hue. 
The which full fast unto the noodlande drewe, 
Hiltringi attenes' the sunnis fetyve* face, 
And thehlacketempestesnolaeandgatherd up space.* 



Beneathe an hdme, faste by ■ patbwaie side, 
Which dyde unlo Seyncte Godwine'a coventt lode. 



• The nnKthneH di 
aemcst of modem p 
liB urtiSjaml poliaa, OJ 



. Ralph de Bsllamont, a gnat itieiiler toi tbt Lancutriail UmUj. 
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A hapless pilgrim moneynge dyd abide. 
Pore in his viewe, ungentle' in his weede,' 
Longe bretful ' of the niiseiiee of neede, 
Where from the hail-stone coulde the aimer' flief 
He had no houaen theere, neanie covent uie. 



Look in his glommed ' face, his sprighte there scanne ; 
Howe woe-bC'^ne, how withered, forwynd,' deade ! 

Haste to thie church-glebe-house,' asshrewed' manne! 
Haate to thieklste,' thie onlie dortoure," bedde. 
Cale," as the ciaie wbiche will gre on thie bedde, 
Ib Cbaritie and Love aminge'' highe elves ; 
Knigbtis &nd Barons live for pleasure and themselves.* 



1 Beggulj. 2 Dreie. 

3 Filled with. 4 Beggsi, 

MTJ winld il of opinion, Hial 'glnm' and ■glom' ire modtrn c«nt 
vanli ; 2nd fTOtn this circumiluae donbu the ulhentidti at Rowlij'i 



• ChuuRon prgbibl; ■lluded ta hli own deuned iltiutiDti, lince, U 
il utd, he gave this billnd to the publiahat of the ' Town ud Cotmti? 
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BALADE OP CHARITIB. 



The gatherd atorroe is rype; the bigge drops fslle ; 
The forswat' meadowes smethe,* and drenche* the 

The comyng ghastnesa* do the cattle pall," 
And the full flocbea are drivynge ore the plainej 
Dashde from the cloudes the waters flott' againe -, 
The nelkin opes ; the fellow levynne ' fliea ; 
And the hot fierie smothe' in the wide lowiogs* dies. 



Listel now the thunder's rattling clymmynge'* sound 
Cheves '' slonlie on, and then embollen " clangs. 
Shakes the hie spyre, and losst, dispended, drown'd, 
Still on the gallard " eare of terroure hanges : 
The windes are up j the lofty elmen awanges ; 
Agmn the levynne and the thunder poures, 
And the full cloudes are bra$te"Bttenes in stonen showers. 



Spurreynge his palfrie oere the watrie pltune. 
The Abbote of Seyncte Godwynes convente cvan 
His chapcurnette " was drented with the reine. 
And his pencte " gyrdle met with mickle shame ; 



in from ' app^'t u fright. 
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BOWLS T POBHS. 



He aynewarde tolde his bederoll ' at the same ; 
The Btotme eacieasea, and he diew aside, 
With the mist* almes-craver. neeretotfaehalmeto bide. 



His cope' was all of Lyncolae clothe so fyne, 
With a gold button faaten'd neere his chynne ; 
Hia Butremete ' ww edged with golden twynne. 
And his shoone pjke'a loverds* mights have binne; 
Full well it shewn he thoughten coste no sinne i 
The trammels of the palfrye pleasde hU sighte. 
For the hoise-miUanare ' his head with roses dig4)te. 



enrsiiig. — Ch attb mtor- 

4 [AocordLog to Cttutezion't ]at«rpnUtlon, the RjAanLiig of Uiii word 
it 'a looH whltd iObd worn by pri»U.' SkinnBr. u quoted by I>eaD 

Id the pioture which Chaucer hu dnwn oT Ihv feiirfu] leren* of Zeno- 
bla'i ttortunei, lie Hjt— 

" And Ihe Ibal helmid ni in lUrile Hoorii, 
>idbyto 



rhloh he lUfifen frem Sp^t. Bailey hu copied theUtut. It 
».'-Ed.] 



^om our lodging ] 
m-book, which il 



Tory pla» we paT(«d mt, ic 
put to ths chuity icliin], 
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BALADE OF CHARITIE. 



An almes, sic prieste [ the droppf nge pilgrim sude, 
01 iet me naite witliin your coveote dore. 
Till the aanae sheaetb hie above our heade, 
And the loude tempeste of the aire is oer ; 
Helpless and ould am I alas I and poor ; 
No house, ne friend, ne moneie in my pouche ; 
All yatte I calle my owne is this my silver crouche.' 



Vaiiet, replyd the Abbatte, cease your dinne ; 
This is no season almes and prayeis to give ; 
Mie porter never lets afaitour' in ; 
None touch mie rynge who not in honour live. 
And now the sonne with the blacke cjoudes did stryve, 
And sbettynge' on the grounde his glairie' raie, 
The Ahhatte spurrde his steede, and eflsoones roadde 



The considaratv reidfir mnBt obrioiuJj have att 
■hop, oteT which w&i inicribed ' A ' of ^ B,' hi 



Mdmndonlwitlirib- 
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ROWLEY FOKMS. 



. Once moe the skie was blacke, the thounder rolde ; 

Paste reyneynge ' oer the plaine a prieste was seen ; 

Ne dighte full proude, ne buttoned up in golde ; 

His cope and jape ' were graie, and eke were dene ; 

A Limitoure ' he was of order seene ; 
' And from the pathwaie side then turned hee, 
Where the pore aimer Me binethe the holmen iree. 

An almes, sir priest ! the droppynge pilgrim ssyde. 
For sweete Seyncle Marie and your order sake. 
The Limitoure then loosen'd his pcuche threads. 
And did thereoute a gruate of silver take ; 
The mister* pilgrim dyd for halline' shake. 
Here take this silver, it male eathe ■ thie care ; 
We are Goddes stewards all, nete' of oure onne we bare. 

But ah I unhailie' pilgrim, lerne of me. 
Scathe ' anie give a rentroUe to their Lorde. 
Here take my semecope,'" thou arte bare I see ; 
Tis thyne ; the Seyuctes will give me mie rewatde. 
He left the pilgrim, and his waie aborde." 
Virgynne and hallie Seyncte, who sitle yn gloure,'* 
Or give the mittee " will, or give the gode man power 1 
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[Sini Uiii) t(i [odDBibS Songt to 'Site.] 

Well thanne, goode Johne, sythe ' ytt must needes be 

Tbatt thou and I a bowCynge maCche* must have, 
Letle ytt ne breakynge of oulde frjendEbyppe bee, 
Tbys ys the onelie all-a-boone ' I crave. 

Remembeii Slowe/ the Bryghlstowe Caimalyte, 
Who whanne Johne Claikynge, one of tayckle lore,* 
Dyddthrowehyagauntlette-peniie,»ythhyintofyghte, 
Hee showd smalle wytte, and showd hys weaknesse 



Thys ys mie formance, vrhyche I Dowe have wrytte. 
The best performance of mie lyttel wytte. 



. Fmout. [Spoght, K.nej, ud I 

L Keney it ii ipeU ^AiJ-a-BoDft. 
Fd Eclogue.— Ed. J 
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SONGE TO ^LLA, 
LoBDB OF tue Castel of Bbistowe ynne dii£b of tobb. 

Oh thou, orr what remaynes of thee, 

£lla, the darljnge of futurity, 
Lett thys mie songe bolde as thie courage be, 

Aa everls£tynge to posteritye. 
Whaune Dacya's sonnes, vrhose hayrea of bloude redde 

Lycbe kynge-cuppes brastynge wytfae the morning due, 

Arraung'd jDne dreare arriue, 

Upponne the lethale daie, 
Spredde farre and myde ocne Watchets shore i 

Than dyddst thou furiouae stande. 

And bie thie valyante hande 
Beesprengedd ' all the mees * wythe gore. 

Drawne bie thyne aniace ' felle, 
Downe to the depthe of helle 
Thoasandea of Dacyanna nent ; 
Brystowannes, menne of m^hte, 
Ydar'd the bloudie fyghte. 
And BCtedd deeds full queot.* 

Oh thou, whereer (tbie bones att reate) 

Thye Spryte to haunte delyghleth beste, 
Whetherr upponne the bloude -embrewedd pleyne, 

Orr whare thou kennBt fTomm farre 

The dysroall crye of warre, 
Oir seest aomme mouotayne made of corse of sleyne ; 

I BpriBkled 2 Meidowi, 3 Sword. 4 Btnoge. 
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SONQE TO £LLA. 1^ 

Orr 3eest the hatehedd ' atede, 

Ypraunceytige o'er the mede, 
And neighe to be amenged ' the poynctcdd speeres : 

Orr ynne blacks armoure staulke arounde 

Embatlel'd Brystowe, once this grounde, 
And glowe ardutoua' oim the Castle steerea ; 

Orr flerye round the mynsterr glare ; 

Lette Brystowe stylle be made tbie cue; 
Guarde ytt frorome foeraenne and conaumynge fyte; 

Lyche Avonea atreme enayrke * ytte rounde, 

Ne lette a flame enharme the grounde, 
Tylle ynne one flame all the whole worlde expyre.* 



■ ThEiUnia of old Engllih poetry [■ moit comnuHilT fonnad of 1 
of «qua] f^el) And cootbtntly prmtrrt^ ati uoifbnn nCDrrtne* al 
tame Mjtbim/ttic AlumadoD of rhyme. The - Songt Ui Mii*' li c 
pond In Hill dBTloiu and liragulumeunn, vhlchhu b»D ealM 
• Plnduic.' Wbu iluU «e tblak of > Plodvlc od« [d the refga of 

tor the uprldoiu unbldon of Cowley'i miue. Ths wrlUn of Uu flf- 
leecth Deutnry wan not eo food of nwrlng. Tbaj had nellbn eUll 
gor inength fOieoch towerini filghU.— Wabtoh. 

ChalUrUii'i Tcmt biTe bean ihomi to be loo nnooUi ud humo- 
aiaDt u be genDloe conpoiltioDi of utlqulty: Ibsy ere lUble » Itaa 

lo wblcb the; sn ucribed. ThUioundi Ukeipaudu; ^UwUlbo 
rannd to b< true. The TsnlBciIiDii la coo mxleiii t iha language nRan 
too ancient. It la not the laogna^ of any partlculaT period of an- 
ilqnity, but of Ivu iiillri cislnriM/ Thli li aaally anconnlod (br. 
[aiatterton bad no other meua of wrltiDg old language, but by applying 
lo glouarlei and diclionuiae, and theia »mpd» all tlie antiquated 
ivDFda of pncwding tlmee; many provincial words Died perhapa by 
B northern poet, and sntlrely unknown to a aouthdrn inh^jltant; 
many worda alio, uaed In a iln^lar unte by our ancient barda, and 
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HOWL BY POEMS. 



^Ih mantoftUH lim tune 

fitomiiostO bp 3iolbn iBbgatr, a ^ritut fnHonlion, 

'BitO suit ta XtotBlU, a* on lliuun: to i^ jitmDing 

Songi of laia.' 



HsTynge wythe moncbe sttentyon redde 
Wbatt you dydd to mee sende, 

Adnyre the varaes mouche I dyd. 
And thus ui ansner lende. 

Amongs tbe Greeces Homer was 

A Poett mouche renownde, 
AmODgB the Latyns VyrgiliuB 
Wbb beste of Poets founde. 

The Btytish Merlyn oftenne hanne 

The gyfte of inspyratioD, 
And Afled ' to tbe Sexonne menne 

Dydd synge wythe elocation.* 

Ynne Norman tymes, Turgotus and 
Goode Chaucer dydd excelle, 

Thenn Stowe, tbe Bryghtstone Cannelyte, 
Dydd bate awaie tbe belle. 
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LADGATB TO ROWLEY. 

Nowe Rowlie ynne these mokie ' dajes 
Lendes owte hjra Bheenjnge 1 jghtea, 

And TuTgotus and Chaucer lyves 
Ynne ev'ry lyne he wrytes." 



whom betrsyliig the »in« peculiar h 


en™d,-hBth.ritbe 


TheAbbBtW. John, (Uilng in Ihe 
y«T U86). 

EccB, BliboppeDCHentatiK. 
Elmir. BiihopjworSflteie. 


Uiygtni Joho k 1KB 

Senicte WatbutglU!. 
loko de n«sh.m, 1 
J-oho LBdg.». 
Syr Thybhot GorgM 



Syr WlUiBm Cujnge, I1S9. 
And Uu «hale of tlu«e poeta, with Che ejcceptioD o/ Lad^Ce, com- 
plMalj nshDOWD to the world, till oillad from Ifaeir darmitocy by Chst- 
tertoii I Bnch ■ fiict would be a phenomenon unipeakably mure in- 
■iplicable than thai of aacriblng Rowley to ajiouthofleHthaBeiiteen, 
who hBd mode ' Antique Lore^ hla peculUr tfady, and who was en' 
dowBd with precDoioiLd, and Alnoit unlimited genitii, — Cottl£'b 

Mr. Tyrwhin cDnipued tbe cop; of Ihe ' Songe to .Xlla' and 'Lad- 
gBte'g Answer,' inpplied bi> Ur. Catcott, with one made br Mi. Banett, 
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ROWLEY POEMS. 



I[. Mu7 lUdcIiSe nc 



nsdebr Mr.CiUwtt, 
aais IMIa," in the 



lB«y«belie ofMped, andinhyi jowlhs muih 7BT011 lo Toonwjreyilge, 
tnd ■c.c.imiiiiitWiDcliutrejnilegunHwiuimyekleboiiDouH, 
be bbiUynyd &om amrjase, ha ni mycUe lurried ■ 
louwin the Ylflof WTihtdHAnfuhjoa DrtpftllATunr 

bchoDlde, wjth eATvelly'd pyUan on whjch wu thr 

Full* noMUe f> tli;e Kyi^tUB hi 



lAlee luy^u. laoQe 



GsofiM* , .-^ 

Fi Inter PbmU, ud Bdnie Knyrel, luijgin« of renowns, woo 
UUIlhed ft Chne d>n' JoneU id eerncti liirjn Hylle : Sjrre Per- 
.-Jl Nerjllfl Appaued d^ghte Id rudd^ armoare bemxTDg b rAiDpaunU 
iyon Gutle de Buigaet i^ATnite hjm oame 5yr Gerrifse TeyidjUe. 
who beerrd a Ifmnce iHuriige proper but wu qnjcklie overtbrawen t 
thori eppBAred Leoiurde lUmeky, YriuhftdahcnideueiuDLflhDldeyii^ 
a blDudie Bwerde peercrnge a counHuie wrtli a iheelde i>eauniie with 
eyWeri he ranne twajoa tjJln, bulNorille thraifonbyinoTitheihyrde 
reneomitre : then d^d the afisnaajd S^Tre ^rmoDne de Byrtoane avow 

and bn jide a cbyrcbe to own Ladve : aJlgate Uerv atoode anigh Lmiajof- 

-e kay^ht of the Jouelet ande telLjage atle the tyghle boade of 
dwarde. Inna H.ccLixxxr bee perC>rnied bye towod ybnylden 

lyofour Lordei natyryt; accci. G;tben de Siale Leon/ardoe 
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THE TOUBNAMENT. 



THE TOURNAMENT. 



The Tnurn&ment begynnea; the hammerrs sounde ; 
The CDurseirs lyase' about the meDsuredd' fielde; 
The shemrynge* armoure throws the eheene* atounde ; 
Quayutyssed * fons ' depicted ' onn eche sheelde. 
The feerie' heaulmets, wythe the wreathes amielde,* 
Supportes the nmpyi^e lyoncelt" orr beare, 
Wythe atraunge depycturea," naturi) iDHie nott 

UnaeemelLe to all orderr doe appere, 
Yett jatte"to menne. who thy ncke and have aapiyte," 
Makea knowen thatt the phanlasies unryghte, 

I, Sonne of honnoure, spencer " of her joies, 
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154 ROWLEY POEMS. 

Muste swytben ' goe to jeve ' the species stounde ; 
Wythe advantajle ' and borue ' 1 meynte ' emploie. 
Who witboute mee woulde fall untoe the grovtnde. 
Soe the tall oafce the ivte twyetetb rounde i 
Soe the ne8he*flowerrgrees'iynne the woodeland shade. 
The worlde bie diffraunce ' ys ynne orderr founde ; 
Wydhoute UDlikeoesse nothynge could bee made. 
As ynn the bowke* nete '* alleyn'' cann bee donne, 
Syke '* ynn the weal " of kjDde all thyngee are partes of 



I BOITBTOHHB. 

Herawde,"biebea?enne these tylterrs staietoolonge, 
lOe pbantasie ys dy'uge fori the fj^te. 
The myDstrelles have begonne the thyrde warr songe, 
Yetl notte a speere of hemm " hatb grete mie s^hte. 

I feere there be ne manne wordhie mie myghte. 
1 lacke a Guid," a Wyllyamm " to entylte. 



offlcv, «id 4pv&k4 of hlmaelf u the diipencflr of eR hoDOUT. " I," iBys 
tiB, " BfnplDj manj, who tdtbDUl job would link to nothinf ." la ifaort, 
ha IbtADiaLes, thtt all honourt ind badgea of hononr, oome chniigh tli4 
budi of the henid ( which wenu u hav« been no! 
by ChUtertDD. 

5ach,I Imagine, iithfl purport <J the two wordt In guatlofli 'ad' 
taylfl' and 'bonw'^ By the fbnner of thai* Li mcuit, *aoh«hiwt ' 



14 Henld. 

-Dein Uillei. 

BalhR Wiltiun the Conqucnn. 
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To reine' SDente* a fele" embodiedd knyghte, 
Ytl gettes Derennome' gyffhyoblodde bee spylle. 
Bie heavenne and Marie ytl ys tyme they're here ; 
I lyche notl uDthylle ' thus to wielde the apeare. 



Metbynckes 1 heare yer slu^hornes ' dynn ' fromin 



Ah I Bwythenii ' mie shielde and tylljrnge launce bee 

bounde.' 
Eftsoonea" beheste ' mie Squyerr to the watre. 
1 Sie before to clayme a challenge grownde. 

IGoelA oute. 

HERA WD E. 

Thie valourous acles woulde meiDte" of meant 

tounde ; 

Harde bee yer shappe " eiicontrynge thee yon fygbte ; 
Anenst " alle menne thou beiest to the grounde, 
Lycbe the hard hayle dothe the tall roshes pyghte." 
As whanne the mornynge sonne ydronks " the dew, 
Syche dothe thie valouroua actes drocke" eche 

fcnyghte's hue. 



} AgllDIt. 

« A kind of ( 
e qslokl;. 

JtUoit. 

IS Fllclml. 01 
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HE LYSTES. Thi Kyhoe. Stkr Svmonnb de Boui- 
TOHNE, Syrk Hugo Feriaris, Stbr Ranulph Ne- 
ville, Stbr Loddvifi pe Cltmton, Sikr Jobam de 
Berqbahue, and odhekh Kntohteb, Heeawde, 

HTMBTRELLEB, AMD SBaVyTODKH.I 



The barguiettei' jee mjnstrellea tane the strjDge, 
Somme actyonn dyre of auntyante kyi^es Don syi^e 



Wyllyaniiii, the Normannes floure botte Englondes 

The manna nhose mygbte delievretie* hadd knite,* 
Snett' oppe hys long alruuge bowe and sbeelde 

Behesteynge' all hys hommageres^ to fyghte. 
Goe, rouze the lyonn fromm hys hylled* denne, 
Lett thie floes'* drenche the blodde of anie thynge bott 



Ynn the treed forreste doe the knyghtea appere ; 
Wjrllyammwythemyghlehysbovreenyronn'd" plies;" 
Loude dyiins" the arrowe ynn the wolfynn's eare; 
Hee rysetb battent," roarea, he panctea, bee dyes. 
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THE TOURNAMENT. 157 

Forslagenni att thie feete lett wolvynns bee, 
Lett thie floes drenche theyre blodde, bott Jo ne 
bredrenn slea. 

Throws the mecke'sbade of twietynde trees hee rydes; 
Theflemed'owletl' flapps herr eve-speckte" wyngei 
The lordynge^ toade ;nn all hyg passes bides ; 
The berten' neders' att hymm darte the stjnge; 
Stylle, etylle, hee passes onn. hys stede astrodde. 
Nee hedes the daungerous waie gyff leadynge untoe 
bloodde. 

The lyoncel, fromme sweltrie* countries braughte, 
Coucbeynge binetbe the sfaellre of the brierr, 
Att commyngdynQi" doth rBysehymselfe distraughto." 
Hee loteth wythe an eie of flames of fyre. 
Goe, stycke the lyonn to hys hyltren" denne, 
Lette thie floes" drenche the blood of anie tbynge botle 



Wythe passent" steppe the lyonn mov'th alonge; 
Wyllyamm hys ironne- woven bowe bee bendes, 
Wythemyghte alych the roghlynge" thonderratronge ; 
Tbe lyonn ynn a roare hys spryte foorthe sendes. 
Goe, slea the lion ynn hys blodde-steyn'd denne, 
Botte bee thie takelle" dtie fcomm blodde of odherr 
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Swefte fromm the thfckett starks the stagge awate ; 
The conraciera' as awefte doe aften flie. 
Hee lepethe hie, hee stondes, hee kepeB at bale, 
Botte metes the arrowe, and eftsoones' dothedie. 
Forslagenn* atte thie fote lette wylde beastea bee, 
LeUe thie floes drenche jei blodde, jett do ue bredrenn 
slee. 

WjthemuTtherrtjredd, heesleyngeshjs bowe alyne.< 
The stajge ys ouch'd' wythe cromies of UUie flofferrs. 
Arounde theire heauhnes tlieie greene verte' doe 

entwyne ; 
Joying and rev'lous ynn the g^rene node bowerrs. 
Forslagenn wyth thie sloe lette wylde beastes bee, 
Feeste thee upponne theire fleshe, doe ne thie bredrenn 

Noire to the Touraeie;' who wylle fyrste efihue?' 

HEBADLDE. 

Nevylle, a baronne, bee yatte* honnoure thyne. 



I clayme the passage. 
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I coDteke' thie waie. 



e gaunllette* on niie gaberdjoe.* 



A leegefull' challenge, knyghtes and cbampyonna 

dygne, 
A le^efull challenge, lette the slugghorne sounde. 
[Syrr Symorme and NeogUe tyUe. 
Nevylle ys goeynge, manne and horse, toe grounde. 
INaiylUfiJb. 
Loverdes,' how dougbtilie' the tylterrs joyne 1 
Yee champyonnes, beere Symonne de Boartonne 
fyghtes, 
Onnebeetaathequacedd,'aasayle°hymm, yee kn^htes. 



I nylle anente'" hymm goe; mie Bquierr, mle shieldei 
Orr onne orr odherr wyll doe rayckle" seethe" 
Before I doe departe the lissedd fielde, 
Mieselfe on Bourtonne hereupponn vvyl] bletbe/' 
Mie sfaielde ! 
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Comme onne, and fltte thie lylte-Uunce ethe.' 
Whanne Bourtonn fyghtes, hee metes a doughtie' foe. 
{Theie tylte. Ferrarit faUeth. 
Hee fEdleth ; nowe bie beavenne thie woundes doe 

I feere inee, I have wtongbte thee myckle woe.' 



Bourlonne hys seconde beereth to the feelde. 
Comme ono, yee knyghtes, and wynn the honnour'd 

Eheeld. 



I take the challenge ; squyre, mie launce and Btede. 
1, Bourtoniie, talfe the gauntlette; forr mee staie. 
Botte, gyff thou fyghteete niee, thou shall have medei' 
Somme odherr I wylle champyoon toe afiiaie;* 
Perchaunce fromme hemm 1 male possess the due, 
Tbenn 1 schalle be a foemanne forr the spere. 
Herehawde, toe the bankes of Knjghcys faie, 
Oe Berghamme wayteth forr a foemann heere. 



Botte longe thou schalte ne tendej' I doe thee fie.' 

Lyche forreying* levyn.K schalle mie tylte-launce flie. 

{Berghamme ami Clinton tylle. CHnion faUet 
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Nowe, nowe, Syrr Knyghte, altoure' thie beeveredd' 

I hnve borne dofrne, and efte * doe gsuntlette thee. 
Snythenne' begynne, and wrynn* tile shappe* orr 

myne; 
Gyff thou dyscomfytte, jtt wylle dubblie bee. 
IBourtonne and Buryhamm tyltelh. Berghamme faUs. 



Symonne de Bourtonne haveth borne downe three. 
And bie the thyrd hathe honnoure ofa fourthe. 
Lett byram bee set! asyde, tylle bee dotb see 
A tyliynge forr a knyghte of gentle nourthe. 
Heere commethe straunge koyghtea ; ^yff c^rteous' 

Ytt nellebeseies* to yeve'° hemm ryghte of ftaie." 

Straungerrs nee bee, and honiblie doe wee clayme 
The rennome" jnn thys Touroeie" forr to tylte; 
Dberbie to proove fromm craventa" onre goode name, 
Benrynnynge" thatt wee gentile blodde have spylte. 



Yee knyghtea of cortesie, these straungerrs, saie. 
Bee you fulle wyllynge forr to yeve" hemm fraie? 
{Fyve Knygktet iyUeth wythe the ilraunge Knyghie 
and bee everickone " overthrovme. 

I Tiua. a Beiiared. 1 Again. 4 OulcUy. 

(Declare. S Foe. 7 Worthj. tThtj. 

» B«iin>«. Id Gi>e. II Flfbt. 13 Hononi. 

13 Tonmameiit. 14 CawvdB. IS DiclulDg. 1« Gl>t. 
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Notre bie Sefiicte Marie, gj^ono all the fielde 
Ycrasedd ' aperes and helmetts bee besprente,' 
GjrffeTerfcheknyghtedyddhouldeapiercedd'sbeeld, 
GyfFallthefeeldewjrthechampyonnebloddebesleiite/ 
Yett t[>e encouDterr hymm 1 bee conteDte. 
Annodberr launce, Marsballe, anodherr launce. 
Albeytte bee wythe lowes' of fyre ybretite,' 
Yett Bourtonne noulde agenste bys tbI' advance. 
Fyve haveth fallenn downe anethe » bys speere, 
Botte hee schalle bee the nest thatt falleth heere. 

Bie thee, Seyncte Marie, and thy Sonne 1 sneare, 
Thatt ynnwbatte place yonndoughtieknyghteshallfall 
Anethe'the strange push of mie Strang bt out" speere. 
There schalle aryse a bailie " chyrches walle. 
The whyche, ynn honnoure, I wylle Marye calle, 
Wytbe pillars laige, and spyre full hygbe and ronnde. 
And thys I faifullie" wylle stonde to all, 
Gyff yonderr stiaungerr falleth to the grounde. 
StraDDgerr, bee boune ['' I champyonn" you to warre. 
Sounde, sounde the slughornes,'' to be bearde fromm 

{Bourionne and the Strarni^i 
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The Mornynge Tjltea now cesse. 



Bourtoitne 73 kynge. 
DyspUie the Englyshe bannorre onn the tente ;* 
Rounde bjmm, yee mynstrellea, songs of achments' 

synge ; 
Yee Herandes, getherr upp the speeres besprente;' 
To Kynge of Tourney-tylte bee all knees beiite. 
Daraes faireand gentle, forr youre loves hee fouglite; 
Fotr you the longe tylte-launce, the swerde hee 

shente ;' 
Heejoustedd/ alleine ' havynge you ynn thoughte. 
Comme, mynstTells, sound the atryoge, goe onn eche 

Whylest hee untoe the Kynge ynn state doe ryde. 



Whann Battayle, smetbynge ' nythe new quicken 

gore, 
Bendynge wytbe spoiles, and bloddie droppynge bedde, 
Dydd the merke' wood of ethe" and rest explore, 
Seekeynge to lie onn Pleasures downie bedde. 
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Pleasure, dauncyng fromm her wode, 
Wreathedd wythe floures of aiglintine,' 
From hjrs vysage iraahedd the bloude, 
Hylte* hys svrerde and gabeidyne. 



Wythe syke an eyne sbee BwoteUe ■ hymm dydd vien 
Dydd aoe ycorvenn ' everrie shape to Joie, 
Hya spryte dydd chaunge untoe anodherr hue, 
Hys annes, ne apoyles, mote anie thoughts emploie. 
All del^htsomme and contente, 
Fyre enshotynge'fromra hys eyne, 
Ynn hys armes hee dydd herr hente,* 
Lyche the merk-plante' doe entnyne. 
Soe, gyff thou lovest Pleasure and herr treyne, 
Onknowlachyiige'yan whatt place herr to fynde, 
Thya rule yspende,' and ynn thie mynde retayne ; 
Seeke Honnoure fyrste, and Pleasauace lies behynde.' 



of the mill uatorj with tht bard at th 



aving produced, perhapip Ihe greaKit gBDiog th 
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I, Google 



In priDUdf thA Uttt of thcae po«DU two eofriei hiTB be«B Didt ne 

of, both ukea (Wrni copLu af Chutertoo'i hud-wriUn;— tha one by 
Mr. Cutcott, ind Ifaa othei by Hi. Barrett. The priDclpal dlBbnniie 
belwKD Ihem li at the and, when tin Ullat hu foortasD llnai fnaa 
•taD» 9S, whldi ace wanUng in (he fonnar Th* mnnd poao !• 
piliKad from a ilagle i»pf , made b; Mi. Barrett, bom one la Chatter- 
ton'a hand-wiillnff. ' 

It ihDuld be abifrrad, that the Fwm malted No. 1, waigtiento 
Mr. Banetl b; Chatlenon, with the folloiring title : "Battle of Haat- 
logi, nole iy Tutgot the Monk, a SaioD, In the tenth centut)', and 
Iraoilated bj Thoraaa Howlia, pulih pnuta of St. Johni, in the ell; of 
Brlatel, in the jtn 1461.— The cemaiDder of lh< poem I bare not been 
happ7 enough to meet wltb." Bein^ afterwanlB preieed bj Mr. Barrett 
to produee anj part of ttalj poem in the original band-writing, ho m 
last aald that he wrote thii poem himaelf tat a friend ; bat that he had 
another, the copy of an orlglDat by Rowley, and beingthEiideiLrad to 

bronghltoHi. Ba(TectthepoemaiaikedNa.3, at far ai iUn» S2 in- 

cIoiIti, with the fiillowlBg tiller "Battle of Hutyagi by 'nugotoe, 
tnnalatedb; Ronliefor W, Canynge, Biq." The llnai ftom lUnia M 
inclnaln, were brovght eorne time after, in cansequence of Mr. Bar- 
ntt'i Topeatad Bolldtatloai for the eonolliaiob of the poem. — Kott fe 
TfTKUIfi BiOioa. 
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167 


BATTLE OF HASTINGS.* 
{NO. 1.) 




i Chktstb, it is a grief for me to telle, 

' How manie a nobil erle and valrous knj^hte 


■ I oiinot but obaone, that Cballettoneonld not haio chosen ffom 

gery.-WiBTox. 

mation of Chatterlon, ai »el] Bi of Dr, Millei,thanino«oftbeolher 
prodnclionl of Rowley. When Chatterlon brought the flrjt part lo Mr. 
Batrett, being greatly preued to produce the poem in tbe arlginil 
handwriting, he at lail iald that be had written this poem htoaelf for 
a friend; but tbu be had another, tbe copy of an original by Rowley: 
and being then deaired lo produce that poem, be brought, afler ume 
Hme, to Mr. Barrett, tbe poem which la marked in Mi. Tyiwhilfi and 
Dr. Millea'e edltloni, a> " Ifo. 2." The flmt of tbege poami I cannot 

liclence and carnage, wilh nothing to inleteat ourlDiity, or engage Itae 
more lender paaaiona dan be pleating to few readeri. There ia not 
a ilngle eplMde u enllTen Ibe tedioui narratiTe, and but few of the 
beautlei of poetij to relieve the mind ftom the dlagnadng .nWecL 
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Ill fytiiitynge for Kynge Harrald noblie fell, 
Al Kleynt: in Haatyngs feeld in bloudie fyghte. 
ae-', oat teeniinfr' dotiorel han tliyfloude. 
Hail anie fructuoas' entendement,* 
Thou wouldsthnverose and sank wyth tjdesof bloude. 
Before Duke Wjllyam's knygbts lian hither went; 
Whose cowart arrows manie erles slejrne. 
And brued' the feeld wyth bloude as season rayne. 



And of his knyghtea did eke full manie die, 
Al) psssyng hie, of mickle niyghte echone, 
Whose pofgnant arrowes, typp'd with destynle, 
Caus'd manie wydowes to make myckle mone. 
Lordynges. avauni, that chycken-harted are, 
From out of hearynge quicklie now deparle ; 
Full well I wote,' to synge of bloudie warre 
Will greeve your tenderlie and mayden harte. 
Go, do the weaklie womman inn mana's geare,* 
Andacond' your mansionifgrymm war come there. 



w«LldnwD, And tlia spirit of candour and hunatnil^vfaLGb pffmidq 
li perhapf nnpiraUekd in anj' welter before the age of Bhtlupeu 
The vhoU eptiode of Garths U well coDducled, sod the ultenali 
between him ud hie brother Harold, i> isWreiting. fist the deicr 
Hon of ' Morning.' ud that of ■ Ssliiburj plain,' would be alona lui 



n engaged upon a topic eg nn- 
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Soone as the erlie maten' belle was tolde, 
And Sonne was come to byd ua al) good daie. 
Bothe armies on the feelil, both brave and bolde, 
Prepar'd for fyghte in champyon arraie. 
As when two buUes, destytide for Hocktide fyghte, 
Are yoked bie the necke within a sparre,* 
Theie rend the erthe, and travellyrs affryghte, 
Lackynge to gage' the Bportive bloudie warrei 
Soe lacked Harroldes menne to come to bloweSi 
The Normans lacked for to wielde their bowea. 



Kynge Harrolde turnynge to hysleegemen" spake: 
My merrie men, be not cast downe in mynde ; 
Your onlie lode* for aye to mar or make. 
Before yon sunne has donde his welke* you'll fynde. 
Your lovyng wife, who erst dyd rid the londe 
Of Lurdanes,' and the treasure that you ban,' 
Wyll falle into the Normanne robber's honde,' 

I MoralJIg. 2 Encloture. 5 Eng^gv ia- 4 Subjects, 

ti Pral». 6 FialEhrd hia coune. 7 Lord Dsnei. 

S The capful blunder vhlcta maa thtoush ill thoie poemi, and would 

iDl writer, except la tha pruect time pluiil. nd Ibe iiflniciie 
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Unlesse with honde and harte you plsie the manne. 
Cheer up youre hartes, chase sorrowe farre awaie, 
Godde and Sey ncte Cuthbert be the worde to daie. 



And thenne Duke Wyllyain to his knyghtes did sa 
My merrie menDe, be bravelie evericbe ;' 
Gif I do gayn the honore of the daie, 
Ech one of you I wyll make myckle riche. 
Beer you in mynde, tte for a kyngdomm fyghte ; 
Lotdshippes and honotes echone shall possesse ; 
Be this the woide to daie, God and my Kyghte ; 
Ne doubte but God will oute true cause blesse. 

The clarions then sounded sharpe and shrille ; 

Deathdoeynge blades were out intent to kille. 



And brave Kyng Harrolde bad none donde* bys si 
He threwe wythe myghte amayne' hys shorte botse' 

The noise it made the duke to turn awaie. 
And hytt bia knyghte, de Beque, upon the ear. 
His cristede' beaver dyd him smalle abounde i* 
The cruel spear went thorough all his hede; 
The purpel blonde came goushynge' to the grounde, 
And at Duk£ Wyllyam's feet he tumbled deade: 
So fell the myghtie toner of Standrip, whenne 
It felte the furie of the Danish menne. 
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Afflem, son of Cutbbert, holie Sayncte, 

Come ayde thy freend, and shewe Duke WyUyams 

Take up thy pencyl, all hya features paincte; 

Tby coloryng excelts a synger strayne. 

Duke Wyllyam sawe hja freende sleyne piteouslie, 

His lovynge freende whome he mnche honored, 

For he han lovd hym from puerilitie. 

And theie together bothe han bin ybred : 

01 in Duke Wyllyam's harte it raysde a flame, 
To wbiche the rage of emptie wolves is tame. 

He tooke a hrasen crogse-bowe in his honde. 
And drewe it barde with all hys myghte amein, 
Ne doubtyng but the bravest in the londe 
Han by his soundynge arrowe-lede* bene sleyne. 
Alured'g stede, the fynest stede alive. 
Bye comelie forme knowlached'from the rest; 
But nowe his destind howre dyd aryve. 
The arrowe hyt upon his milkwbiie breate i 
So have I seen a ladle-smock soe white, 
Blown in the mornynge, and raowd downe at n^ht. 

With thilk' a force it dyd his bodie gore. 
That in his tender guttes it entered. 
In veritee' a fulle clothe yarde or more,' 
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And downe with flailen' noyse he sunken dede. 
Brave Aliired, benethe his faithful! horse. 
Was smeerd all over witbe the gorie duste. 
And on hym loie the recer'a lukewarme corse, 
That Alared coulde not bymaelf aluste.' 
The standyng Normana drew theyr bowe echone, 
And broght full manie Englyah champyons downe. 



The Normans kept aloofe, at distaunce stylle, 
The Englyeh nete but short horse-spears could welde i 
The Englysh manie delhe-sure dartes did kille. 
And manie arrowes twang'd upon the sheelde. 
Kynge Haroldes knyghts desir'de for hendie" stroke. 
And marched furious o'er the bloudie pleyne. 
In bodie cloae, and made the pleyne to smoke ; 
Theire sheelds rebounded arrowes back agayne. 
The Normans stode aloofe, nor hede' the same. 
Their arrowes woulde do dethe, tho' from far off 
they came. 

Duke Wyllyam drewe agen bys arrowe strynge. 
An arrowe withe a sylver-hede drewe he ; 
The arrowe dauncynge in the ayre dyd synge. 
And hytt the horse Tosselyn on the knee. 
At Ma brave Tosslyn threwe his short horse-speare ; 
Duke Wyllyam stonped to avoyde the blowei 
The yrone weapon hummed in his esre, 
And hilte Sir Doullie Nalbor on the prowej* 



MN Google 



Upon hU helme soe furious was the Stroke, 
It splete' bis bever, and the rjvets bToke. 

Downe fell the beaver by Tosslyti splete in tweiue. 
And onn bi£ bede expoa'd a punie nounde. 
But on DestoutTilles sholder came ameine. 
And fell'd the cbampyon to the blondie groande. 
TbeD Doullie niyijhte his bowestrynge drewe, 
Enthoughte to gyve brave Tosslyn i>loudie wounde, 
But Harolde's aaenglare' stopp'd it as it fletre. 
And it fell bootless on the bloudie grounde. 

Siere Doullie, when hesawe hys venge' thus brole, 
Death-doyi^e blade from out the scabard toke. 



And nowe tbe batlail closde on everycb syde. 
And face to face appeaid the knyghts full brave; 
They lifted up iheire bylles with myckle pryde, 
And manie woundes unto the Normans gave. 
So have I sene two weirs* at once give grounde, 
White fomyug hygh to rorynge combat runne; 
In roaryng dyn and heaven -breaking sounde, 
Burste waves on waves, and spangle in the sunne ; 
And when their myghce in burstynge waves is fl 
Like cotvarda, stele alonge tbeir ozy bede. 



Yonge Egelrede, a knyghte of coraelie 
Affynd'unio the kynge of Dynefarre, 
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At echone tjlte and tournej he was seene. 
And lov'd to be amonge the bloudie warte ; 
He coucb'd hys lauDce, and ran wyth miclle myghte 
Ageinste the breat of Steur de Bonoboe ; 
He grond and sunken on the place of fyghte, 
Chryste 1 to fele his wounde, his harte was woe. 
Ten thousand thoughtes push'd in upon his mynde. 
Not for hymselfe, but those he left behyode. 



He dy'd and leffed' wyfe and chyldres twdne, 
Whom he nyth cheryshment did dearlie love ; 
In England's court, in goode Kynge Ednarde's regno. 
He wonne the tylte, and ware her crymson glove; 
And thence unto the place where he was borne, 
Together with hya welthe and better wyfe, 
To Normandie he dyd perdie' letume. 
In peace and quietnesse to lead his lyfe; 
And now with sovrayn Wyllyain he came. 
To die in battel, or get welthe and fome. 



Then, awefte aa lyghlnynge, Egelredua set 
Agaynst du Barlie of the mounten head ; 
In his dere hartea bloude his longe launce was wett, 
And from his courser down he tumbled dede. 
So haTe I sene a mountayne oak, that longe 
Has caste his ahadowe to the mountayne syde. 
Brave all the wyndes, tho' ever they so stronge. 
And view the briera belowe with aelf-taught pride ; 

I Left. 3 CerUinlr. 
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But, whanthrownedonnebymightielhunderslroke, 
He'de rather bee a bryer than an oke. 



Then Egelred dyd in a dedynie' 
Hys launce uprere wyth all hys myghte ameine, 
And strok Fitzport upon the dexter eye, 
And at his pole' the spear came out agayne. 
Butt as he drewe it forthe, an aiiowe fledde 
Wyth tnickle myghl sent from de Tracy's bowe, 
And at hys syde the arrowe entered, 
And oute the crymson streme of bloude gan flowe ; 
In purple strekes it dyd his armer staine. 
And srook'd in puddles on the dustie pli^e. 



But Egelred, before be sunken downei 
With all his myghte amein bis spear besped,' 
It hytte Bertramtnil Maiine upon the crowne. 
And bolhe together quicklie sunken dede. 
So have I seen a rocke o'er others hange. 
Who stronglie plac'd laugbde at his slippry state. 
But when he falls with heaven-peercynge baoge 
That he the sleeve' unravels ail theire fate. 
And broken onn the beech thys lesson speak. 
The atronge and firme should not defame the weake. 



Howel ap Jevah came from Matraval, 
Where he by chaunce ban slayne a nob 
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And now was come to ffghte at Harold's call. 
And in the battel he much guoile ban done; 
Unto Kyng Harold he foughte mickle near. 
For he was yeoman of the bodie guard i 
And with a target and a fyghtyng apear, 
Hq of hia boddte han kepte watch and ward : 
True as a shadow to a snbstant' thynge, 
So true be guarded Harold hya good kynge. 



But when Egelred Inmbled to the grounde, 
He from Kynge Haiolde quicklie djd advaunce. 
And strooke de Tracie thilk' a crewel wounde, 
Hys harle and lever came out ou the launce. 
And then retreled for to guarde his kynge. 
On dented' Itunce he bore tbe harte awaiej 
An arrows came from Auffroie Griel'a strytige. 
Into hys heele hetwyxt hjB yron stue ; 

The grey-goose pynion, that thereon was sett, 
Eftsoons* wyth siiiokyng crymson bloud was wel 



His bloude at this was waxen flaminge hotte, 
Without adoe* he lumed once agayne, 
And bjtt de Griel thilk a blowe, God wote, 
M«ugre' hys helme, he splete hia hede in twayne. 
This Auffroie was a manne of mickle pryde. 
Whose featliest bewty ladden' in his lacei 
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Hia chaunce in vmn he ne before ban ttyde, 
But lyv'd in love and Rosaline's embrace ; 
And like a useless weede araonge the hale 
Araonge tile sleine narriours Griel laie. 



Kynge Harolde tlien lie putt his yeomen bie. 
And ferslie' ryd into the bloudie fy^hte; 
Erio Ethelwoir, and Goodrich, and Alfie, 
Cuthbert, and Goddard, mical menne of myghte, 
Etheiwin, Etbelbert, and Edwin too, 
Effred the famous, and Erie Ethelwarde, 
Kynge Harolde's leegemenn,' erltes' hie and true. 
Rode after hym, his bodie for to guarde; 
The reste of eriiea, fyghtynge other wheres. 
Stained with Norman bloudetheirefyghtyngesperes. 



As when some ryrer with the season-raynes 
White fomynge hie doth breke the bridges oft, 
O'ertums the hamelet and aU conteins, 
And layeth o'er the hylls a muddie soft ; 
So Harold ranne upon his Normanne foes. 
And layde the greate and small upon the grouode. 
And delte among them thilke a store of blowes. 
Full manie a Normanne fell by him dede wounde ; 
So who he be that ouphant* faieries strike, 
Theit soules will wander to Kynge Ofl&'s dyke. 
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Fitz Salnamlle, Dnke William's faTonrite kn^fate, 
To noble Eddwacde tus life dyd yidde; 
Withe bys tylte launce bee stroke with Ibilk b m^hte. 
The Norman's bowels steemde upon the fedd. 
Old Salaarville beheld bys son lie ded, 
Against Eile Edelwarde his iMwe-strynge drewe ; 
But Harold at one blowe made tweine liis head ; 
He dy*d before the polgnaDt anowe Sew. 
So was the hope of all the issue gone, 
And in one batde f^ the ure and son. 



De Anbi^ee rod fercely thro' the fj^hte. 

To where the boddi^of Sabiarville lue ; 

Qnod he ; And art thou ded, thoa manne of myghte ? 

I'll be rerei^d, or die for thee tliis dale. 

Die then thou sbalt, Erie Ethelwarde he said ; 

I am a cunnynge erle, and that can tell ; 

Then drew hys swerde, and gbastlie cut hya hede, 

Aad on his freend efCsoons he lifeless fell, 
Stretcb'd on thebloudiepleyne; great God forefend,' 
It be the fate of no such trastie freende I 



Then Egwin Siwii Pikeny did attaque ; 
He turned aboute and vilely soaten' flie ; 
But Egwf n cutt so deepe into his backe. 
He rolled on the grounde and soon dyd die. 
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His dUtant Sonne, Siie Romara de Biete, 
Soughte to revenge his fallen kynsman's lote, 
But Boone Erie Cuthbert's dented fyghtyng spear 
Stucke in his harte, and stajd hU speed, God wote. 
He tumbled downe close bj hjra kinsman's ayde, 
Myngled their sttemes of pourple blonde, and dy'd. 



And now bd arrowe from a bowe unwole' 
Into Erie Cuthbert's harte efLsoons dyd fiee ; 
Who dying sayd ; Ah rae! how haid my lotel 
Now sUyne, mayhap, of one of lowe degree. 
So have 1 seen a leafie elm of yore 
Have been tbe pride and glorie of the plelne; 
But, when the spendyng landlord is growne poore. 
It falls benethe the exe of some rude sweine ; 
And like the oke, tbe sovran of the woode. 
It's fallen boddie teUs you bow it stoode. 



When Edelwud perceevd Erie Cutfabert die. 
On Hubert strongest of tbe Nonnanne ctewe, 
As wolfe when hungied on tbe cattel flie. 
So Edelward amaine upon him flewe. 
With thilk a force he hyt hym to the grounde; 
And was demasing* howe to take his life. 
When he bebynde received a ghastlie wounde 
Gyven by De Torcie, with a stabbyng knyfe ; 

Base trecberous Normannes, if sucb actes you doe. 
The conquer'd nude ckme victorie of yoo. 
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The erlie felt de Torcie's treacherous knyfe 
Han made his crymson bloude and spirits flee ; 
And knowlachyng' he soon must qayt this lyfe. 
Resolved Hubert should too with hym goe. 
He held hys trustie swerd against his breste. 
And down he fell, and peerc'd him to the harte; 
And both ti^ether then did take their reete. 
Their Eoules from corpses unaknell'd' depart; 
And both together soughte the unknown shore. 
Where we shall goe, where manie's gon before. 



Eynge Harolde Torcie's trecher; dyd spie, 
And hie alofe' his temper'd swerde dyd welde. 
Cut offe his aime, and made the bloude to flie, 
His proofe steel armoure did him littel sbeeldei 
And not contente, he splete his hede in twaine, 
And down he tumbled on the bloudie grounde ; 
Meanwhile the other erlies on the playne 
Gave and received manie a bloudie wounde. 
Such as the arts in warre lian learnt with care, 
But manie knygbtea were women in men's geer. 



Herrewald, borne on Sarim's' spreddyng plaine. 
Where Thor's fam'd temple manie ages stoode ; 
Where Druids, auncient preests djd ryghtes ordaine, 
And in the middle shed the victyms bloude ; 
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Where auncient Bardi djd their verses synge, 
Of Cksbi coDquer'd, and his mighty hoste. 
And how old Tynyan, necromancing kynge, 
Wreck'd all hya shyppyng on the Brittiah coaste. 
And made bym in his tatter'd barka to flie, 
'Till Tynyan's dethe and opportunity. 



To make it more renomed' than before, 

(1, tho' a Saxon, yet the truthe will teUe) 

The Saxoones steynd the place wyth Brittish gore, 

Where nete but bloud of sacrifices felle. 

Tho'Chrystians.stylletheytboghtemoucheofthepile, 

And here theie mette when causes dyd it neede ; 

'Tvras here the auncient Elders of the Isle 

Dyd by the trecherie of Hengist bleede ; 

Hengist I ban thy cause bin good and true. 
Thou iTouldst such murdrous acts as these eschew. 



The erlie was a manne of hie degree, 
And han that daie full manie Normonnes aleine ; 
Three Norman Champyons of hie degree 
He lefte to smoke upon the bloudie pleine : 
The Sier FitzboteviUeine did then advaunce. 
And with his tMwe he smote the erlies bede ; 
Who eftsooDS gored hym with his tyltinglauncc. 
And at hie horses feet he tambled dede : 
His partyng spirit hovered o'er the Sonde 
Of Boddayue roushynge moucheloT'd purple bloude. 
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De Tiponte. then, a squier of low degree, 
An arrowe drewe with all his m^hte ameine; 
The airowe gn^d upon the eilies knee, 
A pnnie nounde, that caus'd but littel peine. 
So hare 1 seene a Dolthead place a stone, 
Enthc^hte' to staie a driving rivers course ; 
But better ban it bin to lett alone. 
It onlie drives it on with mickJe force ; 
The erlie. wounded by so base a hynde, 
Rays' d furyous doyi^ in his noble m^de. 



The Siere ChatiUion, yonger of that name, 

Advaunced next before the erlie's syghte i 

His fader was a manne of mickle feme. 

And he renomde and valorous in fyghte. 

Chatillion his trustie swerd forth drewe. 

The erle drawes his, menne both of mickle inyghte; 

And at eche other vengouslie* the; flewe, 

As mastie ' doga at Hocktide Bet to fygbte ; 

Bothe scorn'd to yeelde, and botbe abhor'de to flie, 
Besolv'd to vanquishe, or resolv'd to die. 



Chatillion hyt the erlie on the hede, 
Thatt splytte eftsoons his crisCed helm in twayne ; 
Whiche be perforce withe target covered, 
And to the battel went with myghte ameine. 
The erlie hytte Chatillion thilke a blowe 
Upon his biesle, his barte was plein to see ; 

1 TUoUDg. 2 EerengerullT. 3 Uaitiff. 



iz=rtNGoogle 



BATTLE OF HASTINGS. j 

He tumbled at the horses feet alsoe. 
And in dethe>pei^ee he sees'd the recei's knee : 
Paste as the ivf rounde ^e oke doth clymbe. 
So faste he dying gtyp'i' the racer's lymbe. 



The recor then h^anne to flyi^ and kicke, 
And toate the erlie farr oft to the grounde ; 
The erKe's squier then a sneide did sticke 
Into his harte, a dedlie ghastlie wonnde ; 
And downe he feUe upon the cryinson plnne. 
Upon ChatillioQ's soulless corse of elide; 
A puddlie streme of bloude Sow'd onte ameine; 
Stretoh'd out at length besmer'd with gore he laie ; 
As some t^ oke fell'd from the greenie plaine. 
To live a seoond time upon the main. 

The erlie nows an horse and beaver ban. 
And nowe agayne appered on the feeld i 
And manie a mickle knyghte and mightie manne 
To his dethe-doyng swerd his life did yeeldi 
When Siere de Broque an arrone longe lett flie. 
Intending Herewaldus to have sleyne ; 
It miss'd ; butt hytte Edaidus on the eye. 
And at his pole came out with horrid payne. 
Edardus felle upon the bloudie grounde, 
His noble soale came rousbyng from the nounde.' 



1 " And tlu dJidmJ n ftil toul cmiB nnhing tlirppgh the woiud." 
[Thii li tha lut 1Id« in the Dinilatlaii, udunch, li Hiy ukelj to 
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Thya Herewald perceev*!!, and fnll of ire 

He on the Siere do Broque with farie came ; 

Quod he; Ihou'st slaugbtied raj beloved sqnier. 

But I will be revenged for the same. 

Into his bowels then his launce be tbruste, 

And drew thereout a sleemie' drerie' lode : 

Quod be; these offids are for ever curst. 

Shall serve the coughs,' and rooks, and dawes for 

Then on the pleine the steemie lode hee tbrowde, 
Smokynge wytb Ijfe. and dy'd with crymson blonde. 



Fitz Broque, who saw his father killen lie, 

Ah me 1 sayde he; what woeful syghte I see 1 

But now I must do somelhynge more than sighe ; 

And then an arrowe from the bowe drewe he. 

Beneth the erlie's navil came the darte ; 

Fitz Broque on foote ban drawne it from the bowe ; 

And upwards went into the erlle's harte, 

And out the crymson streme of bloude 'gan flowe. 
As fromm a hatch,' drawne with a vehement geir,' 
White rushe the burstynge waves, and roar along the 



The erle with one honde grasp'd the recer's mayne. 
And with tbe other he bis launce besped ;' 
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And then felle bleedjng on the bloudlc plaine. 
His launce it hytte Fiti Broque upon the hede ; 
Upon his hede it made a wounde full sljghte. 
But peerc'd bis shoulder, ghastlie wounde inferne, 
Before his optics' dauuced a shade of njghte, 
Whyche soone were closed jna a aleepe etetne. 
The noble erlie than, witbote a grone, 
Took flfghte, to fynde the regyons unknoime. 



Brave Aluied from binethe his noble horse 
Was gotten on his le^s, with bloude all smore ;* 
And now eletten' on another horse, 
Eftsoons he withe his launce did manie gore. 
The cowBTt Norman knyghtes before hym fledde, 
And from a distaunce sent their arrowes keene i 
But noe such destinie awaits his hedde. 
As to be sleyen' by a nighte'so meene. 
Tho* oft the oke falls by the villen's* shock, 
'Tys moe than hyndes can do. to move the rock. 



Upon Du Ch^elet he femelie sett, 

And peerc'd his bodie with a force full grete ; 

The asenglave' of his tjlt-launce was wett. 

The rollynge bloude alonge the launce did fleet. 

AdvauQcynge, as a maslie at a bull, 

He lann his launce into Filz Warren's bariet 
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From Paitaies bowe, a wight unmetcifiill. 

Within his owne he felt a cruel darte ; 
C3ose by the Nonnan champyons be ban slMtie, 
He fell; aod mixd bis bloude with theirs upon the 



Erie Etbelbert then hove,' with clinte* just, 
A launce, that stroke Partue upon the thighe. 
And pinn'd him downe unto the gorie duste; 
Cruel, quod he, thou cruellie shalt die. 
With that his launce he eoterd at his throte: 
Hescritch'd'and screem'din melancbolieiDood; 
And at his backe eftsoons came out, God wote. 
And after it a crymeon streme of bloude : 
Id Bgonie and peine he there dyd lie. 
While life and dethe strove for the mastenie. 



He gryped hard the bloudie muTd'riug launce. 
And in a groiie he left this mortel lyfe. 
Behynde the erlie Fiscampe did advaunce, 

Bethoghte* to kill him with a Btabbynge knife; 
But Egwardi who perceev'd his fowle intent, 
Eftsoons his trustie swerde he forthwyth drewet 
And thilke a cruel blowe to Fiscampe sent, 
That soule and bodie's bloude at one gate flewe. 
Thitk deeds do all deserve, whose deeds so fowie 
Will black theire eartblie name, if not their soule. 



2 IncliniiUoD. 
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When lo ! an arrowe from Walleris honde. 
Willed with fote and dethe daunced alonge; 
And Blewe the noble flower of Powyalonde, 
Howel ^ Jevah, who yclepd' the stronge. 
Whan he the first mischaunce received han. 
With horsemans haste he from the armie roddei 
And did repure unto the cuniifnge manne. 
Who sange a cbarme, that dy d it mickle goode ; 
Then praid Seyncte Cuthbert, and oat holie Dame, 
To blesae his labour, and to heal the same. 



Then drewe the arrowe, and the wounde did seek,' 

And putt the teint of holie herbicB* on ; 

And putt a rowe of blonde-stones round hU neck ; 

And then did say i 'go, champjon, get agooe.' 

And now was corny nge Harrolde to defend, 

And metten with Walleris cruel darte; 

His sheelde of wolf-skinn did him not attend,' 

The arrow peerced into his noble harte ; 

As some tall oke, hewn from the mountayne bed. 

Falls to the pleine ; so fell the i 
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His countryman, brave Merryn ap Tendor, 
Who love of hym han from his country gone. 
When be perceev'd bis friend lie in bis gore. 
As furious as a mounlayn wolf be ranne. 



iz=rtNGoogle 



KOWLEY POEMS. 



Aa ouphant fderies, whan the moone sheenea brjghte 
In littel circles daunce upon the greene, 
All living creatures file far from their syghte, 
Ne by the race of destinie be seen ; 
For whet he be that ouphant faieries strjke, 
Theii aoules viill wander to Kyng Ofia'a dyke. 



So from the face of Mervy d Tewdor brave 
The Narmkns eftsoona fled awaie aghaste ; ' 
And lefte behynde their bowe end asenglave, 
for fear of hym, in thilk a cowart haste. 
His garb sufficient were to meve aSryghte ; 
A wolf akin girded round his nyddle was ; 
A bear akyn, from Norwegiaas wan in fyghte, 
Was tytend' round his shoulders by the claws '. 
So Hercules, 'tis sunge, much like to him, 
Upon hia shoulder wore a lyon'a skin.' 



Upon his thyghes and harte-swefte* leggea he wori 
A hugie * goat akyn, all of one grete peice ; 
A boar-skyn sheelde on his bare armea he bore ; 
Hia gauDtletts were the stynn of harte of greece. 
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The; fledde j he followed close upon their heels, 
Vonjnge vengeaDce for his deare countTTmanne i 
And Siere de 3ancelotte his vengeance feels ; 
He peerc'd hjs backe, and out the bloude ytt ranne. 
His bloude went downe the swerde unto his arme. 
Id springing rivulet, alive and warme. 



His swerde was shorte, and broade, and mycble keene. 
And no mann's bone could stonde to atoppe iCts waii 
The Normann's harle in partes two cutt cleane. 
He clos'd his eyne, and clos'd hys eyne foraie. 
Then with his swerde he sett on Fitz du Valie. 
A knyghte mouch famous for to runne at tylle ; 
With thilk a furle on hym be dyd falle, 
Into his nect he tanne the swerde and hylle ; 
As myghtie lyghtenynge often has been founde. 
To drive an oke into unfallow'd grounde. 



And with the awerde, that in his neck yet stoke. 
The Norman fell unto the bloudie grounde ; 
And with the fall ap Tewdore's swerde he broke, 
And bloude afreshe came trickling from the wounde. 
As whan the hyndes, before a mountayne wolfe, 
Flie from his paws, and angrie vysage grym ; 
But when he falls into the pittie golpbe,' 
They dare hym to his bearde, and battone' hym ; 
And cause he fryghted them so muche before, 
Lyke cowart hyiides, they battone hym the more. 
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So, whsn they saws ap Tewdore was bereft 
Of his keenswetde, thatlVroghtethilke great dismaie: 
They turned about, eftsooua upon hym lept. 
And full a score engaged in the fraie. 
Merryn ap Tewdore, ragyng as a bear, 
Seiz'd on the beaver of the Sier de Laque ; 
And wring'd his hedde with such a vehement gier,' 
His visage was turned round unto his backe. 
Backe to his hute retyr'd the useless gore. 
And felie npon the jrieine to rise no more. 



Then on the mightie Siere Fitz Pierce he flew. 
And broke his helm and ariz'd hym bie the throte: 
Then manie Normann knyghtes their arrowes drew. 
That enter'd into Mervyn's baite, God wote. 
In dying panges he gryp'd his throte more stronge, 
And from their sockets started out hia eyes; 
And from bis mouthe came out his blameless tonge ; 
And bathe in peyne and anguishe eftsoon dies. 
As some rude rocke tome from his bed of claie, 
Stretch'd oun the pleyne the brave ap Tewdore 



And now Erie Ethelbert and Egvrard came 
Brave Mervyn from the Norraannes to assbt j 
A myghtie siere, Fitz Chatulet bie name, 
An airowe drew that dyd them littel list.* 
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Erie Egward points his lannce at Chatulet, 

And Ethelbert at Walleris set hisi 
And Egward d;d the siere a hard blone hylt. 
But Ethelbert by s myacbaunce dyd misa ; 
FeaT laide Waileris flat upon the atiande. 
He ne deserved a death from erlies hande. 



Betwyxt the ribbes of Sire Fitz Chatelet 
The poynted launce of Egward did ypass ; 
The distaunt syde thereof waa ruddie wet. 
And he fell breathleas on the bloudte graaa. 
Ab cowart Walleris laie on the grounde. 
The dreaded weapon hummed o'er his heade, 
And taytt the squier thylke a lethal' woande, 
Upon his fallen lorde he tumbled dead : 
Oh shame to Norman arraes !' a lord a slaTe, 
A captyre villeyn than a lorde mote brave I 



From Chatelet hya lannce Erie Egward drew. 
And hit Wallerle on the dexter cheek ; 
Peerc'd to hia biaine, and cut his tongue in two: 
There, knyght, quod he, let that thy actions speak' — 



:9iUDrtan aimed IhiC ha mi tha nthoi of tlw Bnl " BitU* of 

Uiigi." The niT eune day that ha ukninrltdBad IhU lar^aj, ha 

bj Rovlsy : and at a lontUtrabli iitiirval ef Unu Iwbltb indnd «• 
Teqnliite for wrlUug hia new place) ; he prodoced oaaUer " Baltl 
I Hanlngi," much lander tluui Iha ftiniiec;— a (air oopyfram an 
donbted origloal I- Mico». 
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Ob Truth ! immortal daughter of theskies. 
Too lyttle known to wryters of these dues, 
Teocbme, fayre Saincte! thy passjnge wortheto piytc 
To blame & friend and give a foemati prayae. 
The fickle moone, bedeckt wythe sylver rays, 
Leadynge a traine of staires of feeble lygbte. 
With lookadigne' tbe norldebelowe surveies. 
The worldi that wotted ' not it cond be n^hte ; 
Wjth aimour dyd, with human gore ydeyd,* 
he sees Kynge Harolde stande, foyre Gnglanda curse 
and pryde. 



dDUAtioD of Hk fOrmT. 



lewpemma^l, but preierred Ch 
u» kind or olluion ud aliiillei 
lonlDg witli tha " HUloTT of the 
mperfect— Dm Millh. 
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With ale and vernage ' drunk bb souldiers lay ; 
Here wss an hynde,' anie an eilie apredde; 
Sad keepynge of their leaders natal dale 1 
Thia even in drinke, too-morron with the dead I 
Thro' everie troope disorder reerd her hedde ; 
Dancynge and heideignet' was the onlie theme ; 
Sad dome was theires, who lefCe this easie hedde. 
And wak'd In torments from so sweet a dream. 
Duke Williams menne, of comeing dethe afraide, 
Atlnygbte to the great Qodde for succour ask'dandpraied. 



Thus Harolde to his witea' that stoode aiounde; 
Qoe, Gyrthe and Eilward, take bills balfe a score. 
And search how farre our foeman's campe doth bound ; 
Yourself have iede;> I nede to saio ne more. 
My brother best belor'd of anie ore,* 
My Leofwiaus, goe to everich witst 
Tell them to launge the battel to the grore. 
And waiten tyll I sende the best' for fyghte. 
He saide; the loieaul broders lefte the place. 
Success and cheerfulness depicted on ech face. 
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Slowelie brave Gyrtbe and EUwarde dyd adTaunce, 
And markd wyth csra the armies djstont e^de, 
WheD tbe dyre clatterynge of the shielde and launce 
Made them to be bj Hugb Fitzbugh espy'd. 
He Iffted up bis voice, and lowdlie cry'd; 
Like wolfa in wintere did tbe Normanne yell ; 
Girtlie drew hys swerde, and cutte bys burled byde; 
The proto-alene' manne of tbe fielde he felle ; 
Out atre«nid the blonde, and ran in amokynge carles. 
Reflected bie tbe moone seemd rubies mixt wyth pearles. 



A troope of Norouinnea from the mass-songe can 
Rousd from their praiers by the flotting* crie; 
Thoughe Giithe and Ailwardua perceev'd tbe same. 
Not once theie stoode abash'd, or tbogble to flie. 
He seizd a bill, to conquer or to die ; 
Fierce as b clevis ' from a rocke ytorae. 
That makes a vallie wheresoe're it lie ; 
Fierce as a ryrer burstynge from the borne ;' 
So fiercelie Gyrtbe bitte Fitc du Gore a blowe. 
And on the verdaunt playne he layde the champyone 



Tancarville thus ; alle peace in Williams name ; 
Let none edraw bis arcubiaster> bowoi 
Girtbe cas'd* his weppone, as ho hearde tbe same. 
And vengynge ' Normannes sttud the flyinge floe. 



3 UfldnlftdDg. 



T K«T«ngi2iff' 
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The siie wente onne; je menne. what mean ;e so 
Thus unproTok'd to courte a bloudie fyghte ? 
Quod Gjrthe; ours meanyiige we ne caie to showe, 
Noi dread thf duke wjth all his men of mygbte ; 
Here sin^cle onlie these to all thie crewe 
Shall shewe what Englysh handea and heartea can doe. 



Seek not for bloude, Tancatrille calme reply'd. 
Nor joie in deihe, l;ke madmen most distraught;' 
In peace and mercy is a Chrystian's pryde; 
He that dothe contestes pryze is in a faulte. 
And now the news was to Duke William brought. 
That men of Haroldes armie taken weiei 
For they're good cheere idl caties' were enthooghte,' 
And Gyrthe and Eilwardus enjoi'd goode cheere. 
Quod Willyam i thus shall Willyam be founds 
A friend to everie manne that treads ou English ground. 



Eile Leofwinus throwghe the campe ypass'd, 
And sawe hothe men and erlies on the grounde; 
They sleple, as thoughe they woulde have slepte 

theyr last, 
And hadd alreadie felte theyr fatale wounde. 
He started backe, and was wyth shame astownd ;* 
Loked wanne* wythanffer, and he shooke wyth rage; 
When throughe the hollow tentes these wordes dyd 

sound. 
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Rowse from your sleepe, detratoars ' of the age I 

Was it for thfs the stouie Norwegian bledde? 

Awake, ye huscarleB,* now, or waken wytli the dead. 



As when the Khepster* in the shadle bowie 
In jintle* slumbers chase' the heat of daie. 
Hears doublyng eclioe wind' the wolfins rore, 
That neare hys flocke is watchynge for a praie. 
He tremblynge for his sheep drives dreeme awaie. 
Gripes faste hys burled ' croke, and sore adradde* 
Wytb fleeting* strides he hastens to the fraie. 
And rage and prowess fyres the coistrell " lad ; 
With trustie talbots" to the battel flies, 
And yell of men and demand wulflus" tear the skies. 

Such was the dire confusion of eche wite. 
That rose from sleep and walsome " power of wine ; 
Tlieie thoughte the foe by trechit" yn the nyghte 
Had broke theyr camp and gotten paste the line ; 
Now here, now there, the burnysht sheeldes and byll- 

spear shine ; 
Throwote the campe a wild confusionne spreddej 
Eche bracd hya armlace" siker" ne desygne," 
The crested helmet nodded on the heddei 
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Some caught a slughorne,' and an onselt* wounde; 
K^ge Haiolde hearde the charge, aDd wondred at the 
sounds. 

Thus Leofnine ; women cas'd in stele ! 
Was itte for thyg Norwegia'a stubborn sede 
Thioughe the black armoure dyd the anlace fele. 
And rybbes of solid brasse were made to bleede? 
Whylst yet the wotlde was wondrynge at the deede. 
You souldiers, that shoulde stand with byll in hand. 
Get full of wine, devoid of any rede.' 
O shame ! oh dyre disbonoure to the lande! 
He saydet anil shame on everie visage spreddei 
Ne sawe the eriies face, but addawd* hung their head. 



Thus hei rowze yee, and forme the boddie tyghte. 
The Kentysh menne in fronte, for strenght renown'd 
Next the Brystowaiis dare the bloudie fyghte. 
And East the numerouscrewe shallpresse the grounde. 
I and my king be wyth tbe Kenters founde ; 
Bythric and Alfwoid hedde the Brystowe bande; 
And Bertrams sonne, the man of glorious wounde. 
Lead in the rear the inenged* of the lande ; 
And let the Londoners and Sussers plie 
Bie Herewardes memuine* and the lighte skyrts anie.' 



He saidei and as a packe of hounds belent,' 
When that the trackyng of the liare is gone. 
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If one perchsunce shall hit upon the scent. 
With twa' redubhled fhuir* the alans' tUD ; 
So styrrd the Tsliante Saxons everych one ; 
Soone linked man to man tlie champfones Gtoodsj 
To 'tone for their bewrate ' so soone 'twas done. 
And lyfted bylls enseem'd an yron woode ; 
Here glorious Alfwold towr'd above the wites,' 
And seem'd to brave the fuir of twa ten thousand fights. 



Thus Leofwine ; to-day will Englandes dome 
Be fyxt for aie, fot gode or evill state ; 
This sunnes aunture* be felt for years to come; 
Then bravelie fyghte, and live till deathe of date. 
Thioke of brave ^Ifridus, yclept' the grete, 
From porte to poite the red-hair'd Dane he chaa'd. 
The Danes, with whomme not lyoncela* cou'd mate. 
Who made of peopled reaulms a barren waste; 
Thinke how at once by you Notwegia bled 
Whilste dethe and victoria for magysttie' bested." 



Meanwhile did Gyrthe unto Rynge Harolds ride. 
And tolde howe he dyd with Duke Willyam fare. 
Brave Hatolde look'd askaunte," and thus reply'd ; 
And can thie fay " be bow^ht wyth drunken cheer? 
Gyrthe waxen hotte; fhuir in his eyne did glare ; 
And thus he saide ; oh brother, friend, and kynge. 
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Have I deserved this fremed' speche to heare? 
Bie Qoddes bie ballidome' n« thoughte the thjnge. 
When Tostus sent me golde and silver store, 
scorn'd hys preseot vile, and scora'd hjB treason mote. 



Forgive me, Gyrtbe, the brave Kyuge Harolde cr/d j 
Who can I trust, if brothers are not true ? 
I think of ToBlus, once my joie and pryde. 
Girthe saide, with looke adignei* ray lord, 1 doe. 
But what oure foetneti are, quod Girthe, I'll shewe ; 
By Gods hie bBllidome they preestes are. 
Do not, quod Harolde, Girthe, mystell* them so, 
For theie are everich one brave men at warre. 
Quod Girthe ; why will ye then provoke theyr hate ? 
Quod Harolde ; great the foe, so b the glorie grete. 



And now Duke Willyam mareschalled his band, 
And strelch'd his armie owte a goodlie rone. 
First did a ranke of arcu blast ries' stande. 
Next those on horsebacks drew the ascendyng flo,* 
Brave champyones, eche well lerned in the bowe, 
Theyr asenglave' acrosse theyr horses ty'd, 
Or with the loverds' squier behinde dyd goe. 
Or waited squier lyke at the horses syde. 
When thus Duke Willyam to a Monke dyd aaie, 
Prepare thyselfe wyth spede, to Harolde haste awaie. 
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Telle hjDi from roe one of these three to t«ke ; 
That hee to loee ilo homage for thys lande. 
Or roee itja heyre, when he deceuyth, make, 
Or to lb e judgment of Cbrysts vicar stande. 
He saidet the MoDke departed ont of hande, 
And to Kyng Harolde dyd (his roeasoge bear ; 
Who said ; tell thou the Duke, at his likand' 
If he can gette the crown hee may i(te wear. 
He said, and drove the Monke out of bis s^hte. 
And with hii brothers roui'd each manne to ttloudie 
fyghto. 



A Btandarde made of sylke and jeweDs rare. 
Wherein alle colouies wrotigbte aboute in bigbes,* 
An armyd knyghte was seen deth-doynge there. 
Under this motte,' ' He conquers or he dies.' 
This standard rych, eadazElyng mortal eyea. 
Was borne neare Harolde at the Kenters heade, 
Who charg'd hys broders for the grete empryze* 
That slraite the hejst* for battle abould be Epredde. 
To evry erle Bnd knygbte the worde is gyren, 
And cries a guerre and slughornes shake the vaulted 
heaven. 



As when the erthe, torne by convulsyons dyre. 
In reaulmes of darkness hid from human syghte. 
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The warring force of water, air, and fyre, 
Brast' from ttie regions of eternal nyghte. 
Thro the darke cavernE aeeke the reaulmes of Ijght ; 
Some loftie mountaine, b; its fury tome. 
Dreadfully moves, and causes giete affryght ; 
Nowe here, now there, majestic nods the bourne,* 
And awfulie shakes, inov'd by the almighty force, 
Whole woods and forests nod, and rjvers change theyr 



So did the rosD of war at once advaunce, 
Link'd man to man, enseemed one boddie light ; 
Above a wood, yform'd of bill and launce. 
That noddyd in the ayre moat straunge to syght. 
Harde as the iron were the nienoe of mighte, 
Ne needs of slughornes ' to enrowse theyr minde ; 
Eche shootynge spere yreaden ' for the fyghte. 
More feerce than fallynge rocks, more swefte than 

With solemne step, by ecchoe made more dyre. 
One single boddie all tliele march'd, theyr eyen on fyre. 



And now the greie-ey'd mome with vi'lets drest, 
Shakyng the dewdrops on the flourie meedes. 
Fled with her roaie radiance to the west : 
Forth from the easterne gatte the fjerie ateedes 
Of the bright sunne awaytynge spirits leedes: 
The sunne, in 6erie pompe enthron'd on hie, 

IButil. IHlll.ariaoi. S Wbi tmrnpeti. 4Mmders>d 
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Swyfler than thoughte alange hya jernie' gledee,* 
And scatters ujghtes remaj'nes from oul« the skie : 
He sawe the armiea make foi bloudie fraie, 
And stopt his driving steedes, and hid his lightsome 



Kynge Haroide hie in ayre majestic rays'd 
Hb m^htie arme, deckt with a manchyn' rarsi 
With even hande a mighty javlyn paizde,' 
Then furjouse sent it wbystlynge thro' the ayre. 
It struck the helmet of the Sieur de Beeri 
In vayne did brasae or yrun stop its waie; 
Above hia eyue it came, the bones dyd taie, 
Peercynge quite thio', before it dyd allaiei' 
He tumbled, scritchyng' wylh hys horrid piyne; 
His hollow cuiahes' rang upon the bloudie pleyne. 

This Willyam gaw, and aoundynge Kowlaiides songe 
He bent his yron interwoven bowe, 
Makynge bothe endes to meet with myglite full stronge, 
From out of mortals syght shot up the floe;' 
Tlien swyfte as fsilynge starres to earthe belowe 
It slaunted down on Alfwoldes payncted sheelde ; 
Quite thro' tlie silver- bordur'd crosse did goe. 
Nor loste its force, but stuck into the feelde ; 
The Normannes, like theyi sovrlu, dyd prepare. 
And ahotte ten Ibousande floes uprysynge in the aire. 
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As when a flygbte of cranes, that takes their wsie 
In honseholde armies thro' the flanched' skje. 
Alike the cause, or companie or prey, 
If that perchaunce some boggie fenne is nie, 
Soon aa the mud die natjon theie espie, 
Inne one blacke cloude theie to the erth degcende ; 
Peiree as the fallynge thunderbolte they flie ; 
In vayne do reedes the speckled folk defend t 
So prone to heavie blovre the orronea felle, 
And peered thro' brasse, and sente manle to heaven oi 
heUe. 



^lan Adelfred, of the atowe" of Leigh, 
Felte a dire arrowe burnjnge in his breste ; 
Before he dyd, he sente hys spear swaie, 
Thenne sunke to glorie and eternal reste. 
Nevylle, a Normsnne of alle Normannes beste, 
Throw the joint euishe dyd the javlyn feel, 
Aa bee on horsebacke for the fyghte address'd. 
And sawe hys bloude come smokyi^e o'er the Steele ; 
He sente the avengynge floe into the ayre. 
And turn'd hys horses bedde, and did to leeche* repay re. 



And now the javelyns, barb'd with death his wynges, 
Hurl'd from (he Englysh handes by force aderne,' 
Whyzz dreare'alonge, and songes of terror synges, 
Such songes as alwaies clos'd in lyfe eterne. 



1 Arched. 3 Ftm. or e\tj. 
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Hurl'd by such strength along the ayre Iheie burne, 
Not to be quenched hutte ynn Normannes bloude; 
Wherete theie came they were of lyfe forlorn, 
And alwaies followed by a purple floude ; 
Like Claudes the Normanne arrowes did deaceud, 
Like cloudes of carnage full in purple drops dyd end. 



Nor, Leofwynue, dydst thou still eatande ; 
Full soon thie pheon ' glylted' in the aire ; 
The force of none but thyne and Harold's hande 
Could hurle a javlyn nith such lethal' geei ;* 
Itte whyzz'd a ghastlie dynne in Normannes ear. 
Then thund'ryug dyd upon hys greave' alyghte, 
Peirce to his hearte, and dyd bys bowels tear. 
He clos'd hys eyne in everlastynge n^hte ;* 
Ah! what avayld the lyons on bis crestel 
Hishatchments rare with him upon the grounde was prest. 



Willyam agayne ymade bis bowe-ends meet. 

And hie in ayre the arrowe wynged his wue. 

Descend yng like a shaft e of thunder fleete, 

Lyke thunder rattling at the noon of dale, 

Onne Algars sheelde the arrone dyd assaie,' 

There Ibroghe dyd peerse, and styckeinto hisgroine; 

In grypynge torments on the feelde he laie. 

Title welcome dethe came in and cloa'd his eyne ; 
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Distort ■ nith peyae he laie upon the borne,' 
Lyke sturdie elms by slormes in uncothe* ftjthfni 



Alrick hb brother, nheo hee this perceev'd. 
He drewe his swerde, his lefte hande helde a speere. 
Towards the duke he turn'd his prauucyng steede. 
And to the Godde of heaven he sent n prayre ; 
Then sent his lethale javlyn in the ayre, 
On Hue de Beaumontea liacke the javelyn came, 
Thro his redde armour to hya harte it tare. 
He felie and ihondred on the place of fame ; 
Neit with his awerde he 'sayl'd the Seiur de Roe, 
And braste' his sylver helae, so furjous wu the blowe. 



But Willyam. who had aeen hys pronesse great. 
And feered muche how farre his bronde' might goe, 
Tooke a strange arblaster.* and bigge with fate 
From twangynge iron sente the fleetynge floe.' 
As Alric hoistes hya arme for dedlie blone, 
Which, han it came, had been Du Roees laste. 
The Bwyfte-wyng'd messenger from Willyama bowe 
Quite throwe hia arme into bis syde ypaste ; 
His eyne shotte fyre, lyke blazyng starre at nyghte. 
He gryp'd his swerde, and felle upon the place of f]^bte. 

Alfwolde, laie, how shalle I synge of thee 
Or telle bow manie dyd henetbe thee falle ; 

1 DiitorWd, wrilhUig, IBunililwd unnoar. 9Sn 
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Not Haroldes self more Normanne knyghtes did alee, 
Nol Haroldes self did for more pruses call ; 
How shall a penne like my ne then sliew it all? 
Lyke Ihee. their leader, eche Bristowyanne foughte; 
Lyke thee, their hiaze must be canonical, 
Fore theie, like thee, that dale bewrecke' yrougbte: 
Did thirtie Normannes fall upon the grounde. 
Pull half a score from thee aod theie receive their fatale 
wounde. 



Rrst Fytz ChiTelloys felt thie direful force ; 
Nete ' did hjs helde out brazen sheelde availe i 
Eftsoones throwe that thie drivynge speare did peerce, 
Nor was yite stopped by his coate of mayle ; 
Into his breaste it quicklie did assayle ;' 
Out ran the hloude, like hyi;ra' of the tyde ; 
With purple stayned all hys adventayle ;' 
In scarlet was his cuishe* a( sylver dyde : 
Upon the bloudie carnage house he laie, 
Whylat hys longe sheelde dyd gleem ' with the sun's 
rysing ray. 

Nest Fescampe felle ; Chrieste, howe harde his &te 

To die the leckedst' knyghte of all the thronge ; 

His sprite was made of malice deslavate,* 

Ne shoulden find a place in anie songe. 

The broch'd" keene Javlyn hurld from honde so stronge 
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Aa thine came thundrynge od hb crysted ' beave ;' 
Ah 1 neete avayld the brass or iron thonge. 
With mightie force his skulle in twoe d;d cleave; 
Fallyng he shooken out his smokyng braine, 
AswitheT'doakesor elmesare hewne from off the playne. 



Nor, NoTcie, could thie myghte aad skilfulle lore* 
Preserve thee from the doom of Alfwold's apeere ; 
Couldste thou not kenne,' mostskyll'd After la goure,' 
How in the battle it would wfthe thee fare? 
When Alfwold's javdyn, r^tlynge in the ayre. 
From hande dyrine on thie habergeon* came, 
Oute at thy backe it dyd Ihie hartes bloude bear, 
It gave thee death and everlastynge fame; 
Thy deaths could onlie come from Alfnolde arme, 
As diamondss onlie can its fellow diamonds harme. 



Next Sire du Mouline fell upon the gronnde, 
Quite throughe his Ihrote the letiial javlyn preste. 
His souleand bloude camerousbynge from the wounde ; 
He clos'd his even, and op'd them with the blest. 
It can ne be I should behight' the rest. 
That by the myghtie arme of Alfwolde felle, 
Paste bie a penne to be counte or expreste. 
How mapie Alfwolde sent to hearen or belle ; 



1 Than cube DO doilbtth 
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As leaves from trees shook by derne' Autumns hand. 
lo laie the Normannes sia\a by Alfnold on tbe strand.* 



As when a drove of wolves withe dreary yelles 
Assa^le some flocke, ne care if siiepster ken't,' 
Besprenge' destructione oer tiie woodesand dellesi 
The shepater swsynes in vayne theyr lees* lement ; 
So foughte the Brystowe menne ; ne one crevent,' 
Ne onne abashed enthougblen for to flee ; 
With fallen Normans all the playne besprent. 
And like theyr leaders every man did slee; 
In vayoe on every syde the arrowes fled ; 
The Brystowe menne styll rag'd, for Alfwotd was not 
dead. 



Manie meanwhile by Haroldss arm did falle, 

And Leofwyne and Gyrthe encreas'd the sisyne ; 

'Twould take a Nestor's age to synge them all. 

Or telle how manie Normannes preste the playne ; 

But of the eries, whom record nete hath slayne, 

O Truthe ! for good of after-tymes relate 

That, thowe they're deade, theyr names may lyve 

agayne. 
And he in deathe, as they in life were, greate ; 
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So atter-ages maie thejr actioua see. 
And tike to them sternal «lwaie stryve 1 



Adbelm. a knyghte, whose holie deathless sire* 
For ever bended to St. Cuthbert' s shrjne, 
Whose breast for ever burn'd with sacred fyre, 
And ee'n on erthe he myghte be call'd dyvine ; 
To Cuthbert's church he djd his goodes reaygne. 
And lefte hya son his God's and fortunes knyghtej 
His soil the Ssincte behelde with looke adigne,i 
Made him in gemot' wyse, and greate in fyghtet 
Saincte Cutbbeite dyd him ayde in all hys deedes. 
His friends he lets to live, and all his foemen bleedes. 



He married was to Kenewalchae faire. 
The fynest dame the sun or moone adave;' 
She was the myghtie Aderedus' heyre, 
Who was alreadie hastynge to the grave; 
As the blue Bruton, rysinge from the wave, 
Like sea-gods seeme in most majestic guise, 
And rounde ahoute the lisynge waters lave,* 
And their longe hay re arounde their bodie flies. 
Such majestic was in her porte dlsplaid. 
To be excell'd bie none but Homer's martial mwd. 



White as the chaulkie clyffes of Brittaines isle, 
Red as the highest colour'd Gallic wine, 
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Gaie as all nature at the mornynge smile. 

Those hues with pieasaunce on her lippes combine — 

Her lippes more redde than suinmer evenynge skyne,' 

Or PbcEbus rysinge in a frostie niorne. 

Her breste more nhite than snow io feetdes that 

Or lillie lambes tbat never have been shorne, 
Swellynge like bubbles in a boUlynge welle, 
Or nen-hraste' brooUettes geDtly whyspringe in 
delle. 



Browne as the fylberte droppyng from the shelle, 
Browne as the nappy ale at Hocktyde game, 
So browne the crokyde* rynges, that featlie' fell 
Over the neck of the all-beauteons dame. 
Greie a& the morne before the (ltd die flame 
Of Phiebus' charyotte rollynge Ihro the skie ; 
Greie as the steel-horn'd goals Conyan made tame. 
So greie appear'd he; featly sparklyng eye; 
Those eyne, that dyd oft mickle pleased look 
On Adhelm valyaunt man, the virtues doomsday book. 



Majestic as the grove of okes that stoode 
Before the abbie buylt by Oswald kynge; 
Mi^estic as Hybernies holie woode, 
Where sainctes and soules departed masses synge;* 
Such ane from her sweete looke forth issuynge 
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At once for reTBraunoe and love did calle ; 
Sweet as the voice of thraslaika' in the Spring, 
So sweet the wordes that from her lippes did lalle ; 
None fell in vayne ; all shewed aonie entent ; 
Her wordies did displaie her great entendeneDl.* 



Tapre as candles layde at Cuthberta shryne, 
Tapre as elmea that Goodrickea abbie shrove,' 
Tapre as silver chalices for wine. 
So tapre was her armes and shape ygrove.' 
As akyllful mynemenne* by the stones above 
Can ken what metalle is ylach'd* belowe. 
So Kennewalcha's face, ymade for love. 
The lovelie ymage of her soule did shewe; 
Thus was she outward form'd; the sun her mind 
Did guilde her mortal shape and all her charms refln'd. 



What blazours' then, what gtorie shall he clayme. 
What doughtie' Hamere shall hys praises synge, 
That lelte tbe bosome of so fayre a dame 
Uncall'd, unaskt, to serve his lorde the kynge? 
To his fayre shrine goode subjects ougbte to bringe 
The armes, the helmets, all the spoyles of warre, 
Throne everie reaulm the poets blaze the thynge. 
And travelling merchants spredde hys name to farre; 
Tbe stoute Norwegians had his anlace* felle, 
And nowe amonge his foes dethe-doyoge blowes he delte. 
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As wlien a wolfyn gett^nge in the meedes 
He r^eth sore, and doth about hym slee. 
None here a talbot,' there a lambkin bleeds, 
And alle the grasse with clotted gore doth stree ;' 
As when a rivlette roUes impetuouslie. 
And breaks the bankes that would its force restrayne, 
Alonge the playne in fomynge rynges doth flee, 
Gaynste wallea and hedges doth its course maintayne i 
As when a manne doth in a corn-fielde mowe. 
With ease at one felle stroke full roanie is laide lowe. 



So manie. with such force, and with such ease, 
Did Adhelm slaughtre on tbe bloudie playne; 
Before hym manie dyd theyr hearts blonde lease,' 
Ofttymes he foughte on towres of smokyngo slayne. 
Angillian felte his force, nor felte in vaynej 
He cutte hym wiih his swerde athur' the breaste ; 
Out ran the bloude, and did hys armonre Btayne, 
He olos'd his eyen in seternal reste ; 
Lyte a tall oke by tempeste borne awaie, 
Stretch'd in the armes of dethe upon the plaine he laie. 



Next thro' the ayre he sent his javljrn feerce. 
That on De Clearmoundes buckler did alyghte, 
Throwe the vaste orbe tbe sharpe pbeone* did peeice, 
e of mayle and spente its in^hte. 
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But soon anotbet wing'd its aier; flyghte. 
The keen broad pheon to hifi lunga did gou; 
He felle, and groao'd upon the place of %bte. 
Whilst lyfe and bloude came isauynge from the blone. 
Like a tall pyne upon his native playne. 
So fell the migbtie sire and mingled with the slaine. 



Hue de Longeville, a force doughtre mere,i 

Advauncyd farwarde to provoke the dartei 
When soone he founde that Adhelmes poynted speere 
Had founde an ea^ie passage to bis bearte. 
He drewe his bowe, noi was of detbe astarte,' 
Then fell down brethlesse to encrease the corse; 
But as be drewe bys bowe devoid of arte. 
So it came down upon Troy villain's horse; 
Deep thro' liys hatchments^ wente the pointed floe; 
Now here, now there, with rage bleedyng he rounde 
doth goe. 



Nor does he hede his mastres known commands, 
Tyll, growen furiouse by his bloudie nounde. 
Erect npon his bynder feete he staundes. 
And throwes hya mastre far off to the grounde. 
Near Adhelms feete the Normanne laie astounde,* 
Besprengd' his arrowea, looaend was his sbeelde. 
Thro' his redde armoure, as be laie enaoond,* 
He peerc'd his siverde, and out upon the feelde 
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The Nonnannes bowels steem'd,' a deadlie s^btel 
He op'd and clos'd h;s eyen in everUiBtynge n^hte. 



Caverd, a Scot, who for the Nonnannes foughtei 
A man w«ll skiU'd in swerde and sonndjnge strynge. 
Who fled his country for a crime enstrote,* 
For darynge with bolde worde hys loiaule kynge. 
He at Erie Aldheline with giete force did flynge 
An heavie javlyn, made for bloudie wounde, 
Alonge hia sheelde askannte' the same did ringe, 
Feerc'd thro' the coiaer, then stuck in the groonde ; 
So when the thonder lauttlea in the skie. 
Thro' some tall apyre the sliaftea in a torn clevis' die. 



Then Addhelm huri'd a croched javlyn stronge, 
With mighte that nonebutauchgretechampiones know; 
Swifter than thoughte the javlyn past alonge, 
Ande bytte the Scot most feiiclie on the prowe;' 
His helmet bmated' at the thondring blowe. 
Into bis brain the trembljn javlyn steck ;' 
Froni eylher syde the blonde began to flow, 
And run in circling ringlets lounde his neck; 
Down fell the warriour on the lethal strande, 
Lyke some tall vessel wieckt upon the tragick aande. 
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(Cotttimied.)* 

Where fruftlessheatheB and meadonesctadde in greie. 
Save where derne' hawthornes reare theyc bumble 

The hungrie traveller upon bia waie 
Sees a hu^e desarte alle arounde hym spredde, 
The distautite citie Bcantlie* to be spedde. 
The curlynge force of smoke he sees in vayne, 
'Tia too far dtstaunte, and his onhe bedde 
Iwlmpled * in hys cloke ys on the playne, 
Whylste rattlynge thonder forrey* oer bis bedde. 
And raines come down to wette bys harde uucontblie 



A wondrous pyle of rugged mountaynes atandes, 
Plac'd on eche other in a dreare arraie, 
It ne could be the worke of human handea. 
It ne was reared up hie menne of dale. 
Here did the BrutonB adoration paye 
To the false god whom they did Tauran name, 
Dightynge' hya altarre with greete fyres in Male, 
Boastynge theyr vyctualle* round ahoute the flame, 
Twos here that Hengyst did the Brytona alee. 
As they were melte in council for to bee. 



* [Bee aola at page let nipecKng ihli mntiniuiloii. lie dcHTlpiiat 
1 Dnaty, meliineholT. ! ScamlT. 3 Hailed.— B 111,11. 

fllMr. Brjantimfopinion thitlUiwordihoiildb* "Tictimi."— Ed. 
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Neere on a loftie hylle a citie sbindes. 
That lyftes yte scheafted' heade ynto the skies, 
And kynglie lookes arounde on lower landes, 
And the lange browne playne that before itte lies. 
Herewarde, borne of parentes brave and wyae. 
Within thys vylle* fyrste adrewe the ayre, 
A blessynge to the erthe sente from the skies. 
In anie kyngdom nee coulde fjnde his pheer;' 
Now rybbd in Steele he rages yn the fyghte, 
And sweeps whole armies to the Teaolmes of nyghte. 



So when derne Autumne wyth hys sallowe bande 
Tares the green mantle from the lymed ' trees, 
The leaves besprenged' on the yellow strande 
Flie in whole armies from the blataunte' breeze; 
AUe the whole fielde a. camage-howse he sees. 
And sonles unknelled hover'd o'er the bloude ; 
From place to place on either hand be slees. 
And sweepea alle neere bym lyke a bronded ' floade ; 
Dethe honge upon his arme; be sleed so majnt,' 
Tis paste the pointel* of a man to paynte. 



Bryghte sonne in haste ban drove hys fierie wayne 
A three howres course alonge the whited skyen," 
Vewynge the anarthless" bodies on the playne. 
And longed greetlie to plonce" in the bryne. 



3 Puiab. I EquL 

G Nol^. 7 FnriDDi. 

II WittaDula(nti,lEhleu. 
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Foe as hys beemes and far-stretchy nge eyne 
Did view the pooles of gore ;d purple sheene. 
The wolsomme' vapours rounde hys lockes dyd twyne 
And dyd disfygure all bys aemmlikeen ;' 
Then to harde actyon he bys wayne dyd rowae. 
In hyssynge ocean to make glair* bys browes. 



Duke Wyllyam gave commaundef eche Norman 

knyghte. 
That beer nar-token in a shielde so fyne, 
Shoulde onward goe, and dare to closer fyghte 
The Saxonne warryor, that dyd so entwine, 
Lyke the nesbe' bryon ' and the eglantine,' 
Orre Cornysh wrastlers at a Hocktyde game. 
The NormanneB, all emarchiaild in a lyne, 
To the ourt' arr^e of the th^ht' Saxonnes came ; 
There 'twas the whaped' NormanneB on a parre 
Dyd know thai Saxonnes were the tonnes of warre. 



Ob TuT^otte, wheresoeer thie Bpryte dothe hannte, 
Whither wyth tbie lovd Adhelme by Ibie syde, 
Where thou mayste heare the swotie" nyghte larke 

chaunte, 
Orre wyth some mokynge" brookiette swetelie glide, 
Or rowie in ferselie" wythe ferae Sevemes tyde. 



I ] Mocking, bubblii^. 
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Whereer thou art, come and mj mynde enleme' 
Wyth sucb greets thoughtes as d;d with thee ab^de, 
Thou Sonne, of whom ! ofte have caught a beeme. 
Send mee agayne a drybWettei of thie lyghte. 
That I the deeds of Englyshmenne inaie wryCe. 



Harolde, who saw the Norinannes to advaunce, 
Seiz'd a huge byU, and layd hym down bys speie; 
Soe dyd ech wite laie downe the broched* launce. 
And groves of bylles did glitter in the ayre. 
Wyth showtes the Normannes did to battel steere ; 
Carapynon famous for his stature higbe, 
Fyrey wythe brasse, benetlie a shyrte of lere,' 
In cloudie daie he reech'd into the skie; 
Neere to ^yng Harolde dyd he come aloiige, 
And drewe hys Steele Morglaien snorde eo stronge. 

Tbryce rounde hys beade bee swung hys anlace' wyde. 
On whyche the sunne bis visage did ^leeme,' 
Then straynjnge, as iiys membrea would dyvyde, 
Hee stroke on Haroldes siieelde yn manner breme ;' 
Alonge the fielde it made an horrid cleembe,' 
Coupeynge* Kyng Harolds payncted sheeld in twayne. 
Then yn the bloude the fierie swerde dyd steeme. 
And then dyd drive ynto the bloudie playne ; 
So when in ayre the vapours do abounde, 
Some thunderbolte tares trees and dryves ynto the 
ground e. 



EDlfeblen. 2 SmsU paRloii. 
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Harolde upreer'd hys bjlle, and furious sente 
A stroke, lyke thondre, at the Normannes sydej 
Upon the playne the broken brasse besprenle ' 
Dyd ne hys bodie from dethe-doeynge hyde ; 
He tournyd backe, and dyd not there abyde ; 
With straugbt oute sbeelde hee ayennarde' did goe, 
Threwe downe the Normannes, did their rankes divide. 
To save himselfe lefte them unto the foe ; 
So olyphauntes,' in ktngdomme of the sunoe, 
WheD once provok'd doth throwe theyr owne troopes 



Harolde, who ken'd hee iras his armies ataie, 
Nedeynge the rede^ of generaul so wyse, 
Byd Alfwoulde to Campynon haste awaie. 
As thro the armie ayenwarde he hies, 
Swyfte as a feether'd take!' Atfwoulde flies, 
Thesteelebylleblusbynge oer wyth lukewarm bloude ; 
Ten Kentera, ten Brietowans for th' emprize* 
Hasted wyth Alfwoulde where Campynon stood. 
Who aynewarde went, whylste everie Normanne 
knyghte 
Dyd blush to see their champyon pat to flyghte. 

As punclyd Brutou, when a wolfyn wylde, 
When yt is cole' and blustrynge wyndes do blowe, 
Enters hys bordelle,' taketh hys yonge chylde. 
And wyth hia bloude bestreynts* the lillie anowe, 



Jeuutsd. 1 Bickwinl. 5 Elephuu. 
EDterpiite. t Cold. S CotUge. 
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He thoroughe monnUyne hie and dale dotb goe, 
Throwe the quyck torreat of the bollen' ave,* 
Throwe Severne rollynge oer the eandes belowe 
He skyms aiofe,' and blenta' the beatynge wate, 
Ne stynts,' ne la^es the chace, tylle for hys eyne 
In peecies hee the moitbering theef doth chyne.* 

So Alfwoulde be dyd to Campynon haste ; 
Hya hloudie bylle awhap'd ' the Normannes eyne ; 
Hee fled, as nolfes when bie the talbots chac'd. 
To bloudie byker' he dyd ne enclyne. 
Duke Wyllf am stroke hym on hys br^andyne. 
And sayd ; Csmpynan, is it thee 1 see? 
Thee? who dydst actes of glorie so bewryen,' 
Now poorlie come to hyde tbieseUe bie mee? 
Awaiet thou dogge, and acte a warrior's parte, 
Or with mie anerde I'll perce thee to the harte. 

BetweeneErieAlfwoulde and Duke Wyllyam'abronde" 

Campynon thoughte that nete but deathe coulde bee. 
Seeded a huge swerde Morglaien yn his honde, 
Moltrynge" a prtuer to the Vyrgyne: 
So hunted deere the dryvynge houndes will alee. 
When theiedyscover they cannot escape; 
And feerful lambkyns, when theie hunted bee, 
Theyre ynfante hunters doe theie ofte awfaape ; 
Thua sloode Campynon, greete but hertlesse knyghte. 
When feere of dethe made hyra for deathe to f^hte. 
1 asalUng. 2 Wive. S Alan. 4 Mliei vllh. 
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Altwoalde began to d;ghte' h;inselfe for ffghte, 
Meanewhyle hys menDe on everie syde dyd slee, 
Wban on hys lyfted sheelde withe alle bys myghte 
Csmpynon's swerde in burlie-brande* dyd dree;' 
Bewopen^ Alfwoulde fellen on his knee ; 
Hys Bry^towe menne came id hym for to save; 
Eftsoons upgotten from the giounde was hee, 
And dyd ogayne the touring Norman brave; 
Hee grasp'd hys bylle in syke a drear arraie, 
Hee seem'd a lyon catchynge at hys preie. 



Upon the Normannes brazen adventayle* 
The thondrjnge bill of myghtie Alfwould came ; 
It made a dentful' bruse, nnd then dyd fayle; 
Fromme rattlynge weepons shotte a sparklynge flame ; 
Eftsoons agayne the thondrynge bill ycame, 
Peers'd thro hys adventayle and skyrts of lare ;' 
A tydo of purple gore came wytb the same, 
As out hys bowells on the feelde it tare ; 
Campynon felle, as when some cittie-walle 
Inne dolefulle terrours on its myriours falle. 



He felle, and dyd the Norman raukes dyvide; 
So when an oke, that shotte ynto the skie,* 
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Feeles the broad axes peersynge his broade syde. 
Slomlie hee falls and on the grounde doth lie. 
Pressynge all downe that is wyth hym anighe, 
And stoppynge wearie trayellers on the waie; 
So straught' upon the playne the Norman hie 

Bled, gron'd, and dyedt the Normanne knyghtes 
astound 
To see the bawain' champyon preste upon the grounde. 



As when the hygra' of the Sereroe roars, 
And thunders ugsom' on the sandes below. 
The cleembe" reboundes to Wedecester's shore. 
And Bleeps the black sande rounde its horie prowe;* 
So bremie' Alfwoulde thro' the warre dyd goei 
Hys Renters and Bryatowans slew ech syde, 
Betreinted' all alonge with bloudless foe. 
And seem'd to swymm alonge with hloudie tyde; 
Fromme pkce to place besmear'd with bloud they went. 
And rounde aboute them swarthtess' corse bespreate." 



A famous Normanne who yclepd" Aubene, 
Of skyll in bow, in tylte, and handesworde fyghte 
That daie yn feelde han manie Saxons sleene, 
Forre hee in sothen" was a manne of m^htej 
Fyrste dyd hie swerde on Adelgar al^hte, 
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As hee on horseback was, and peets'd bys gryne.' 
Then upwarde wente: in everlastynge syghte 
Hee closd hys rollyng and dymsygbted eyne. 
Next Eadlyn, Talwyn, and fam'd Adelred, 
tie various causes sunken to the dead. 



But now to Alfwoulde he opposynge went. 
To whom compar'd hee was a man of stre.' 
And wyth bo the hondes a tnyghtie bio we he sente 
Ac Alfwoulde's head, BH bard as hee could dree;' 
But on hys payncted sheelde so bismarlie' 
Aslaunte' his swerde did go ynto the grounde; 
Then Alfwould him attack'd most furyouslte, 
Alhrowe hys gaberdyne' hee dyd him wounde, 
Then soone agayne hys swerde hee dyd upryne,' 
And cloye his creste and split hym to the eyue.* 
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®:6e 9aomauntt' of t&e fitaagfttt.*' 



BY JOHN SE BEROHAM. 



Thb Sunne ento Vyigyne was gotten. 
The floureys al arounde onspryngede,' 
The woddie' Grasse blaunched' the Fenne, 
The QuenU Ermyne ariaed fro Bedde ; 
Syr Knyghte dyd ymounte oponn a Stede 
Ne Rouncie* ne DrybWetle' of make, 
Thanue asterte" for dur'aie' dede 
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Wythe Morglaie! hys Fooemenne' to make blede 
Eke'awythyn'aawynde. Trees, theyreHartjs to shake.* 
Al doune in a Delle, a merke ' dernie' Delle, 
Wheere Coppys eke Thighe Trees there bee. 
There dyd hee perchaunce Isee 
A Damoselle askedde for ayde oa her line. 
An Cnyghte unconrteoua dydde hie her stonde 
Hee hollyd herr faeste bie her honde, 
Discorteous Cnyghte, 1 doe ptaie nowe thou telle 
Whirst doeste thoQ bee so to thee DamaeDe? 
The Koyghte hym aasoled' eftsoones,' 
Itte beethe ne mattere of thyne. 
Begon fof I wayte notte thye boones. 

The Knyghte sed I proo»e on thie Gaberdyne,' 

Alyche " Boars enchafed " to fyghte heie flies. 

Tlie Diacoorleoua Knyghte bee strynge" botte slryn- 

ger the righte. 
The dynne" bee herde a'myle for fuire" in the fyghte, 
Tyl thee false Knyghte yfallethe and dyes. 

Damoysel, quod the Knyghte, now corame thou wi me, 
y wotte " welle quod shee 1 nede thee ne fere. 
The Knyghte yfallen badd wolde Tschulde bee, 
Butte loe he ys dedde male itte spede Heavenwere." 



lAf>UI(«ord. iFoH. 3 Alio. 4 Quickly. 

• [The waie ii.-(o make the bidod ofliU enemlei Am u inln u tin 
iai; >nd ttaeliheuuthalit JlkelhebnachuoTCteei.— Ed.] 



in thIe Gsberdyne"— CHiTIBaTOJi. 
16 Knon. 1« To God. 
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Sclogues. 



THE FIRST.* 

Whanne EngJonde, smeethynge' from hef lethal' 

wounde, 
From her galled necke dyd twytte'the chayne awaie, 
Kennynge her legeful sonnes falle all arounde, 
(Myghtie theie fell, 'twas Honoure ledde the fraie,) 
Thanne inne a dale, bie eve's dark surcote ' graie, 
Twayne lonelie shepsterres' dyd abrodden' file, 
(The rostlyng' Ilff dolh theyr whytte harles affraie,') 
And wythe the owletle trembled and dyd ctie; 
Firste Koberte Neatherde hys sore boesom stroke, 
rhen fellen on the grounde and thus yspoke. 

■ The "Ecloguat" ■» Id be ucounted >inii« of the moBt peifeet 
apediaeDb udou^ tba poBiDt of Rowley. Indeed I tm aol AcqualDled 
irltli any paetonla luperior to Ihem, e[th«r uclenl or modem. The 
flrit of them beua a remote reumbUnoe to th« Bnt Eclogue of 



1 Smoking. t Deadly. 

4 ' Surcote,' s cdoiik or muilte. which hid al 

S SbepberdL 
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Ah, Raufe ! glf thos the honres do comme alonge, 
Gif thos wee flie in chase of farther woe, 
Oure fote wylle fayle, albejtta wee hee gtronge, 
Ne wylle oure pace Bwefte as oure danger goe. 
To oure grete wronges we have enheped' moe, 
The Baronnes wane! oh ! woe and well-a-daie I 
I haveth lyff, bott have escaped soe 
That lyff ytsel mie senses doe affraie. 
Oh Raufe, comme lyste, and hear mie dernie* tale, 
Comme heare the balefull' dome' of Robynne of the 
dale. 



Saie to mee netej' I kenne tWe woe in rayne; 
O ! I've a tale that Sabalus" mote' telle. 
Swote' flouretts, mantled meedows. forestes dygne; 
Gravots" far-tend" arnunde the Eriniiets '* cell j 
The swote" ribible" dynning'' yu the dell; 
The joyous daunceynge ynn the hoastrie"courte; 
£ke" the highe songe and everych joie farewell, 
Farewell the verie shade of fayre dysporte i " 
Impestering" trobble onn mie heade doe comme, 
Ne one kynde Soyncle to warde** the aye" encreasynge 
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Oh! I coulde waile mie kynge-coppe-decked ntees,' 
Mie spreedjnge flockes <rf shepe of lillle while, 
Mie lendre appl;ngea j' and embodyde' treee,* 
Mie Parker's Grange,* far spreedyiige to the syghte, 
Mie cuyeD ' kyne,' niie buUockes stringe ' yn iyghtst 
Mie gome* emblaiinched* with the comfreie '" plante, 
Mie floure" Seyncte Marie ehotteyng" ivythe the 

lyghte, 
Mie store of all the blessyDges Heaven can grant. 
I amoi dureased " unto aorrowea blone, 
I hantend '• to the peyne, will lette oe salte leare flowe. 



enplBtned grafted trMi, \ 



iTjei tfaU the ftnlt il 



«pple-t 



111 mt^ be iccn in the word * eodllUE ' befoie menUDjied : 
Lug) firading, beDtliHf , Donbn^j randling, upliag, lOuDdUn^.' 

nbecility with which It it eUeuded. Aa ' appUng ' im^yt 
" Hfe teodfe ApplyogH uid vinbodjde (n««." 



IMr.Tyrwhitl, howeTe., mwH) Ihjil the word 'ippliTmB- l.aot 
* Libenj orpulufe b1'"i to the PHker. b Tender. 
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ROWLEY POEMS. 



Here I wille obaie ' untylle Dethe doe 'pete. 
Here lyche a foule empoysonei] leathel' tree, 
Whyche sleaeth' everichone that commeth nere, 
Soe wille !, fjxed unto thys place, gre.' 
I to bement" haveth race cause than thee; 
Sleene in the warre mte boolie* fadre liesi 
Oh I joieous I hys mortherer would slea, 
And bie hys syde for ale enclose myne eiea. 
Callied' from everych joie, heere wylle I blede ; 
Fell ys the Cullys-yatte' of mie hartes castle stede. 



Oure woes alyche, alyche our dome' shal bee. 
Mie Sonne, mie sonne alleyn," ystorven" ys;* 
Here nylle 1 stale, and end mie lyff with thee ; 
A lyff lyche myne a borden ys ywis." 



a SulrDyelb, Ullelb. iOraw. (I Lame 

Id tb« portcnllJBp vbjch ffiurded tint g^a, on vbicb o 
10 My only.™. ni>..d. 



"Ab! no-itlg 10701,1 

Uon of IhB irordi.— TimrHiii 
1 (hink. 
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ECLOGUE TBK SECONU. 23 

Non from e'en logges' fledden U Beljneaa,* 
Mynstetres' alleyn' can boaste the hallie' Seyncle, 
Non' doeth Englonde wesre a bloudie dresse 
And wjth her champyonoes gore her face depcyncte)'* 
Peace fledde, disorder sbemeth her dark rod^,' 
And thorow ayre dolh flie, yn garments steyned will 
bloude. 



BCLOGUE THE 



Sfbttes* of the bleste, the pioas Nygelle ted, 
Pours owte yer pleasaunce' ana mie fadres hedde. 

Rycharde at Lyons harte to fyghle la gon, 
Uponne the brede" aea doe the banners glene," 
The amenused " nationnea be aston," 
To ten'* syke" large a flete, syke fyne, syke breme,!' 



ICottOgH 
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i32 ROWLEY POBMS. 

The barkis heafods' coupe* the lymed' stremei 
Oandes' sjnkeynge oirades upon the hard ake* riese; 
The water slughornes* wythe a swotye' cleme' 
Conteke* the dynny nge'° ayre, and reche the skiea. 
Sprytes of the MeEte, on gouldyn Irenes'' astedde," 
Poure o*te yer pleasaunce onn mie fadreB hedde. 

The gule" depeyncted '* oares" from the black tyde, 
Decorn" wyth fonnes" rare, doe shemrynge'' ryse i 
Upswalynge" doe heie* shewe ynne drierie" pryde, 
Lyche gore-red estells" in the eve"-inerk" skyea ; 
The nome-depeyncted" Bhields, the speres aryae, 
Alychei* talle roshea on the water syde; 
Alenge^from bark to bark the bryghte sheene^flyes; 
Sweft-kerv'd " delyghtes doe on the water glyde. 
Sprytes of the blesle, and evericb Seyncte ydedde, 
Poure owte yonre pletaaunce on mie fadres hedde. 

The Saraaen lokes owte: he doethe feere. 

That Englondes bro»deoiis'*aonnes do cotte the wa 

] Hewlg. t Cat. 9 Olnajr, Kfleetiag. 

4 Wivei, billon. t Onk. 

e A mulciU InstiuiDent, nal nnlOw > huDtboy, ' rstber a »u lnun 

? Sweel. S Sound. 9 Copfuie, contend wil 

10 Soanding. II Tlitonei. IZ Boated. 

I) Red. 14 PalDled. II WlierTlei. 

HCirved. ITDeiloH. 19 Climmeilng. 

ISRUinghlih, •velllncup. SOTbej. 

if ETSDlDg. 14 Itatk. 
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ECLOOCB THE SECOND. 

Lyke honted bockea,* Iheye reineth' here and there, 
Onknowlaehynge' inne whatte place to obaie.' 
The banner gletters on the heme of daie ; 
The mitte* crosse Jerusalim ys aeene. 
Dhereof the syghte yer eorragedoe affraie/ 
In balefull' dole their faces be ynreene/ 
Sprytes of the bleste, and everich Seyncte ydedde, 
Poure owte yonr pleasaunce on mie fadres hedde. 

The bollengers* and coites,' so swyfle yn f^hte, 
Upon the sydes of eveiich bark apperei 
Foorthe to his office lepeChe everyeh kiiyghte, 
Eftsoones* hys Gquyer, with hya ahielde and spere. 
The jynynge" shieldes doe shemre and moke glare;" 
The dosheynge" oare doe make gemoted " dynne ; 
The reynyng '* foeoien," thynckeynge gif " to dare, 
Boun" the merk '' swerde, theie aeche to fraie," theie 

Sprytes of tlie bleate, and everyche Seyncte ydedde, 
Poure owte yer pleasaunce onne mie fadres hedde. 

Now comm the warrynge Sarasyns to fyghte j 
Kynge Rycharde, lyche a lyonceP' of warre, ' 



IRunnelh. 2 Not knowing. a AljiJi;. 4 Mightj. 

S Affright. S WoeAil. 7 V.aniei. 

10 Joining. It Glitter. li Dubiag. 

tG It- 17 Make ready. 18 Dark. 19 £agBge. 
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234 BOWLET POEMS. 

Inne sheen ynge Koulde, 1; ke feerie'gronfers,* dyghle,* 
Shaketh alofe hys honde, and scene sfaire. 
Sj>ke haveth I e^pyde a greter slarre 
Amenge ' the drjbblett ' ons to sheene fulle bryghte ; 
Syke Bunnjs wajne' wyth aniBfl'd' beames doe barr 
The blaunchie'mone or estells* to gev lyghte. 
Sprytes of the bleste, and everich Seyncte ydedde, 
Poure owte your pleasaunce on mie fadrea hedde. 

DUtraughte" affraie," nythe lockes of blodde-red die, 
Terroure, emhurled" yn the thonders rage, 
Deathe, lynked to dbmaie, dothe ugsomrae" iie, 
Enchafynge'' echone cbampyonne war to wage. 
Speeres hev jle " speres ; Bwerdes upon swerdes 

engage ; 

Artnoure on armoure dynn,<" shielde upon shielde ; 

Ne dethe of thosaDdes can the warre assuage, 

Botte falleynge noinbers sahle" all the feelde. 

Sprytes of the hieste, and everych Sejncte ydedde, 

Poure owte youre pleasaunce on mie fadres hedde. 

The foemen fal arounde ; the cross reles" bye ; 
Steyned ynne goere," the harte of waire ys seen ; 



1! Armed. 13 Ttmbly. 

Ing, he.ting. 

of bteating, which li qq1t« foreign from 6tvjflr, might 
leriUdry} broken or open. like « bef el or CArpentT'i ru 
irBlulwii. ISWim. 19Bhwd,fD 
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K;ng Rj'charde, thorough everyche trope dothe flie. 
And beereth meynte' of Turkes onto the Kreene; 
Bie hymm the floure of Asies menn ys aleene i' 
The waytynge" wone dolh fade before bys sonnej 
Bie h;m hys knyghtes bee formed to actions deene,i 
Doeynge syte marvels,* stronger^ be nston.' 
Sprytes of the blesle, and everych Seyncte ydedde, 
Poure owte your pleasaunce onn mie fadres hedde. 

The fyghte ys wonne; Kynge Rycharde master isj 
The Englonde bannerr kissetb the hie ayre ; 
Full of pure joie the armie is iwys,' 
And everych one baveth it onne his bayre;' 
Agayne to Englonde comme, and worschepped there, 
Twyghte* into lovynge armes, and feasted eft ;" 
In everych eyne aredynge nete of wyere," 
Of all remembrance of past peyne berefte. 
Sprytes of the bleste, and everich Seyncte ydedde, 
Syke pleasures ponre upon mie fodres hedde. 

Syke Nigel sed, whan from the btuie sea 
The upswol" sayie dyd daunce before hya eyne ; 
Swefte as the wisbe, bee toe the beeche dyd flee. 
And founde his fadre steppeynge from the bryne. 
Lette thyssen menne, who haveth sprite of loove, 
Betbyncke untoe hemselves bow mote the meetynge 
proove. 
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ROWLBY POEM a. 



ECLOGUZ THE THIRD.' 



WoDLiMT thou kenn nature in her better parte? 
Goe, serciie the logges' and bordels* of the hytide ;' 
Gyff' theie hare anie, itte ya roiighe-made arte, 
Inne hem' yoa see the blakied' forme of kynde.' 
Havelh your mynde a lycheynge' of a myndeP 
Woalde it kenne ererich Ihynge, as it mote* bee? 
Woalde ytte herephraae of vulgar from tbehynde, 
Withoute wiseegger" wordes and knowlaehe" free? 
Gyfsoe, rede thys, whyche Iche dy9porlynge'*pende ; 
Gif nete besyde, yttea chyme maie ytte commende. 



Botte whether, fayre roayde, do ye goe? 

nhere do ye bende yer waie? 
I wille knowe whether you goe, 

1 wylle not bee asseled" naie. 



To Robin and Nell, all donne in the delle, 
To hele" hem at makeynge of haie. 



e Might TheaenMorthli I 
10 Wlw-«gget, a phllotophcr. 
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ECLOGUE THE THIRD. 



Syr Roggerre, the parsone, hav hyred mee tbere, 
Comme. comme, lett ua try ppe ytle aw>ie, 

We'Ue wurke' and we'lle Gynge, and wejUe drenche' 
of stronge beer 
As longe as Ihe merrie sommera daie. 



How harde ys mie dome to wurch ! 

Moke is mie woe- 
Dame Agnes, whoe lies ynne the Chyrche 

Wilhbirlette'golde, 
Wythe gelEeii ' aumeres ■ stronge onlolde, 
What was shee moe than me, to be.soe? 



I kenne Syr Roger from afar 
Tryppynge over the lea; 

Ich ask whie the Joverds* son 
Is moB than mee. 



The sweltrie' sonne dothe hie apace hys wiiyne,' 
From everich heme a seme* of lyfe doe falle ; 
Swythyn '° scille " oppe the haie uponne the playne ; 
Methynckes the cockes begynneth to gre" talle. 
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23S ROWLEV POEMS. 

Thyg ji ftlfche oure doome ;' tbe great, tbe smalle. 
Uosle witbe' and bee fonryned* bf deathis darte. 
See I the swote* flourette* bathe uoe swote at aUe ; 
Itte Wythe the ronke wede berelb evalJe * parte. 
The cravent,' warrioure, and tbe wyae be blente, • 
Alfche to drie awaie wythe those theie dyd bemente.' 



All-a-boon," Syr Priest, all-a-boon. 

Bye yer preestachype" name saye onto mee ; 
Syr Gaufryd Ihe knygble, who lyvethe barde bie, 

Whie sboulde bee than mee 

Bee more greate, 
Inrie honnonre, knygbteboode and estate ? 



Attoumen thy eyne arounde thys bued mee.i* 
Tentyfltei, loke arounde the chaper"dene;'* 
Ad answere to thie bargaoette" here see, 
Thys welked" flourette wylle a )eson teUe : 
Arist" it blew," itte florished, and dyd well, 
Lokeynge ascaunce" upon the naighboure gieene ; 
Yet with tbe deigned ■* greene yttea rennome** fdle. 
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ECLOGUE THE THIRD. 239 

Eftsoonesi ytte shronkeupoii thedaie-btente'playne, 

Didde not yttes loke, whilest ytte there dyd stonde, 

To croppe ytte in the bodde move somme dred' honde. 

Syke' ya the waie of lyffe; the loverds* ente* 
Mooveth the robber hym tberfor to alea;' 
Gyf thou haa ethe,' the shadowe of contenle, 
Beleive the trothe," therea none moe baile" yan thee. 
Thou ivurcheatj" welle, canne thalte a trobble bee? 
Slotbe moe nulde jade thee than the roughest dale. 
Couldest thou the kivercled" of soughlys" aee. 
Thou ivouldst ef^oones'' see Irothe yrnie whatte I saie : 
Botte lette me beere thie waie of lyffe, and thenne 
Heare thou from me the lyffes of odher menne. 



I ryae nylhe the sonne, 
Lyche hym to dryve the wayne,'* 
And eere mie wurche ia don 
I eynge a songe or twayne," 
I folio we the plougb-tayle, 
Wythe a longe jubb " of ale. 

Botte of the maydens, oh I 
Itte lacketh noUe to telle i 
Syre Preeste mote notte crie woe 
Culde hya bull do as welle. 



13 The bidden < 

14 FoU KKin, or 
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9 KOWLBY POEMS. 

I daunce the beste beiedeygnes,' 
Alld foile' the wysest fcygnes," 

Od everjch Sejnctea hie dale 
Wyths the mynstrelle' am I seene. 
All a footeynge it awaie, 
Wythe iDaydens on the greene. 
But oh 1 I wyshe to he moe greate, 
In rennome, tenure, and estate. 



Has thou ne seene a tree uponne a hylle. 
Whose unliste' braunces* rechen far toe syghte ; 
Whan fuired' unwers' doe the heaven fyUe, 
Itte shakelh deere* yii dole " aud moke" affryghte. 
Whylest the congeon'* flowrette abessie" dyghte,'* 
Stondethe unhurte, unqusced » hie the storme : 
Syke is a picte" of lyffe : the manne of myghte 
Is tempest-chaft," h;fB was greate as hys forme; 
Thieselfe a flonrelle of a small accounte, 
Wouldst harder felle" the wynde, as bygber (bee djdsle 
mounte. 
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Xlinonte antr ^uga.* 



Onnb Ruddebome' bank twa pynynge Maydens sate, 
Theire teares faste dryppeynge to Ihe vaterre cle«re ; 
Ecboiie bementynge' for her absente mate. 
Who atte Seyncte Albonns shouke the morthynge' 

The noltebtowne Elinoure to Juge Tayre 
Dydde speke acroole,' wythe languishment of eyne, 
Lyche droppes of pearlie dew, lemed' the quyvryng 
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O gentle Jaga I heare mie dernie' plunte. 
To fjghto for Yorke mie love ys dyghte' in slele; 
O male ae sanguen steioe the wbyte rose peyncte, 
Maie good Seyucte Cutbberte watche Syne Roberto 

Moke' moe thanne deathe in phantasie I feels ; 

See ! see t upon the grounde he bleedynge lies ; 

Inhild* some joice* oflyfe, or else mie deare love dii 



Systers in sorrowe on thys daise-ey'd banke, 

SWiiere melancholy ch broods, we wyll lamente; 
Ba wette wylhe mornynge devre and evene danke;* 
Lyche leTynde' okes in eche the odher hente. 
Or lyche forleltenn' halles of merriemente. 
Whose gastlie mitches' holde the traine of fryghte,'* 
Where tethale" ravens bark, and owlets wake the 
Dyghte. 



No moe the miskynette" shall wake the morne,* 

Theminstre1ledaunce,goodcheere,sndmDi'iycepUie 



II Deodl]', 01 d«alli boding. 
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ELIMOUBE AND JUGA. 243 

No moe the amblynge palfrie and the home 
Shall from the leBsel ' rouze the foie awue i 

I'll aeke the foreste alle the lyve-longe dale ; 
Alle nete'amenge'thegravdechfrche-glebe' wyllgoe, 
And to the passante Spryghtes leclare' mie tale of woe. 



Whan iDokie' cloudes do bange upon the leme 
Ofleden' Moon, ynn sylver mantels dyghtej 
The tryppeynge Faeries weve the golden dreme 
Of Selyness," whyclie flyethe wylhe the nyghte ; 
Thenne (botte the Seynctes forbydde !) gifto aspryte 
Syrr Rychardes forme ye lyped* I'll holds dystraughte 
Hys bledeynge claie-colde coise, and die eche dale ynn 
though te. 



Ah woebemeiitynge" wordesi what wordes can shewe! 
Thou limed" ryver, on thie linche " maie hleede 
Champyons, whose bloude wylle wythe thie waterres 

And Rudborne streeme be Rudbome streeme indeede! 
Haste, gentle Juga, tryppe ytte oere the meade. 
To knowe, or wheder we muste waile agayne, 
Orwytheourefallenknyghtes be menged"onne the plain. 
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214 ROWLBT POEMS. 



Soe sayinge, Ijke twa levyn-blasted trees, 

Or twsyne of cloudes that holdeth etorinie rajne; 

Theie moved gentle acre the dewie mees,' 

To where Sejncte Albons holie shrjnes remayne. 

There dyd theye fynde that boihe their knjghtes 

were sUyne, 
Distraughte'tbeie wandered to swoirnRudboinesByde, 
Yelled theyre leathalle knelle, Bonke ynn the waves, and 

dyde.» 



etDTU Ibf Ihc pluiun I bn< nixi-rei Cnaa tb} |>ocaia, I paj 

Dibnj, thetrifllni tribute of m; pciiu. ThytelflboD hulcu- 



old, th< wbsle hbtic app»n roil; antique lo the diiUnl ud «relm 

To Ipelk al ChltlertDD li to touch upon I Clme from which time 
□cither hu taken doi »ili Uke id; of il> iulercit, Ba;ie, fn hi* 

with it imo the world l (.inlof heredluirj iu.anitj, -hich cipliini tbB 
ul of euioide, <md diTeite it oCiu fearful guilt.— Squthii. 
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r WILLIAM CAHYNOE. 



^e S&totfe Of aeatlliant tJ^ngnge * 



Anent' abrooklette as I laie recljnd, 
Listejnge to heore tha water glyde alonge, 
Myndeynge how thorowe the grene mees' yt twynd. 
A whilst the cavya respons'd' yts mottring' songe, 
At dyslaant rysyng Avonne to be sped, 
Amenged' wyth rysyng hylles dyd shewe yls head; 



the Tellum fy«gmeiit4, given byChatlerloB Id Ur. Barrelt.f The Te- 
nder ia printed horn m cop; furaLiliDd bj Mr. CalcoU, wUh lome 
ectiom Fram another cop J, made by Mr- BamCt rrom ODfiiq Chat- 



Acsljihe byBiihop Caipenur, on IHIi Bcpierubar, IIBT, and nceiitd 

H»rch, 146?, OS., lh« 2d ud IBlh of AptU, 146S, rtlpecllwlj — Til.. 

t Theu ttiiny-tom llnsa and oye mora ihoR poem *» tbe ddI; 

Sowlej—CoHto". AccotM o/BoBl^. II3S. 
1 Oppotlle. ! Headowi. t AnnrerHJ. S Mnnnnriog. S Mingled. 
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EngarkDded wjrth crownes of osyer weedes 
And wraytee' of alders of a bercte scent, 
And stickeynge oui wjth clowde-agested' reedes. 
The hoarie Avonne show'd dyre semblamenle,' 
Whylest bistannt* Severne, from Sabryna clepde, 
Rores flemie* o'er the saodes that she hepde. 



These eyn^ears* snythyn" bringethe to mie thowghle 
Of bardie champyons knowen to the floude, 
Hon onne the bankes thereof brave j£lle fougtite, 
^lle descended from Merce kynglie blonde. 

Warden of Brystowe towre and cestel stede. 

Who ever and anon made Danes to blede- 



Methoughte such doughtie* menn must have a sprighte 
Dote" yn the armour brace" that Mychsel bore, 
Whan he wyth Satan, kynge of helle, dyd fyghte, 
And earthe was drented" yn a mere"of gorej 
Orr, Eoone as theie dyd see the worldis )ygbie. 
Fate had wroti downe, thys mann ys botne to fjgbte. 
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THE STOBIB OF WILLIAM CANYNGE. 



^Ue, I sayd, or eb my mynde dyd eaie, 
Whie ys Ihy actyons left so spare yn slorie? 
Were 1 toe dispone,' theie should lyvven tie 
In ertbe and hevenis roUes thie tale of glurie ; 
Thie actea aoe doughtie should for aie abyde. 
And bie theyre teste all after acles be tryde. 



Nest holie Wareburghus fylld mie mynde, 
As tayre a sayncte as anie towne can booste. 
Or bee the ertlie wyth lygbte or merke" ywrynde,' 
I see hys ymage naulkeyng throwe the coaste: 
Fitz Hardynge, Bithrickus, and twentie moe 
Ynn visyoun 'fore mie phaiitasie dyd goe. 



Thus all mie wandryngefaytour' tbynkeynge Strayde, 
And eche dygne buylder dequac'd' onn mie mynde. 
Whan from the distaunt streeme arose a mayde. 
Whose gentle tresses mov'd not to the wynde; 
Lyche to the sylrer moone yn frostie neete, 
The damoiselle dyd come soe biytbe and sweete. 



Ne browded ' mantell of a scarlelle hue, 

Ne shoone pykea' plaited o'er wyth ribbande geere, 

Ne costlie paramenis' of woden" blue, 
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Nougfate of a dresse, but bewtie' d;d shee weere ; 
Naked shee was, and loked swete of foulhe. 
All df d bewryeoi that her name was Troalbe. 



The etlue* ringlelts of her notte-btowne h&yre 
What ne a manne should aee d;d swotelie* hjrde, 
Whych on her milk-white bcdykin* so fajre 
Dyd showe lyke browne streemes fowljng* the white 
tyde. 
Or veynes of brown hue ;n a marble cnair,' 
Whyche by the traveller ys kenn'd from farr. 



Astounded mickle there I aylente lue. 

Still scauncing' wondrous at the walkynge syghlo; 

Mie senses foi^rde* ne coulde reyn" awaie ; 

But was ne forstraughte" whan shee dyd alygbte 
^nie to mee, dreste up yn naked Tiewe, 
Whych mote yn some ewbrycious" thoughtesabreweJ* 



But I ne dyd once thynke of wanton thoughte ; 
For well I mynded what bie »owe I hete," 
And yn mie pockate liaii a croucbee" broughte. 
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THE STORIB OF WILLIAM CANVNQB. 

Wbf cb yn the blosom noulde such sins anete (' 
I lok'd wylh eyue aa pure as angelles doe. 
And d;d the everie thoughte of foule eschewe. 



Wyth sweet aemblate* and an angel's grace 
Shee *gan to lecture from her gentle breste i 
For Troutbis wordea ys ber myndes face, 
False oratoryes she dyd aie deleste ; 
Sweetnesse was jn eche worde she dyd ywreene," 
Tho' shee strove not to make that sweetnesse sheene. 



Shee aayd i mie manner of appereynge here 
Mie name and Bleyghted myndbruch* male thee telle! 
I'm Trouthe, that dyd descende froram heaven we re,' 
Goulers * and courtiers doe not kenne mee welle ; 
rhie inmoste thougbtes, tbie iabrynge brayne [ sawe. 
And from tbie gentle dreeme will thee adawe.' 



2 AppeAnnce- Jt Dttpbj- 

t FirmuMi. [In Kstujr the inbtrpisUtioii 1 
nd worrtlp.'— Ed.] 
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Full mai)ie champyons and meane of lore,' 
Pajrncters and carvelters' have gajn'd good name, 

But there's a Canyiige, to encrease the store, 
A Caiifnge, who shsJl buie uppe alle tliejre fame. 
Take thou luie power, and see ;n chylde and manne 
What Iroulie' noblenesse yn Canynge ranne. 



As when a bordelier* onn elhie* bedde, 
Tyr'd wyth the labourea maynt" of sweltrie dale. 
Yd KlepeU hosom laieth hys deft' headde, 
So, senses sonke to reste, inie boddie laie ; 
EftsooDS • mie sprighle, from erthlie bandes untyde, 
[mmeiigde' yn flanched " ayre wyth Trouthe asyde. 



Strayte was 1 carry'd back to tymes of yore, 
Whylsl Canynge swathed yet yn fleshlie bedde. 
And saw all actyons whych han been before. 
And all the scroll of Fate unravelled ; 
And when the fate'raark'd babe acome to syghte, 
I saw hym eager gaspynge after lyghte. 



In all hys shepen " pmbols and chyldes plaii 
In everie meniemakeyng, fayre or wake, 
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I kenn'd a perpled' lyghte of Wyfidom's raiei 
He eate downe learnynge wyth the waslle cake.' 

As wise as anie of Ihe eldermenne. 

He'd wytle enowe toe make a mnyre at tenne.* 



As the dulce'downie barbe beganne lo gre,' 
So was the well thjghte* texture of hys lore ; 
Eche daie enhedeynge* mockler' for lobee, 
Greete ja hys councel for the daies he bore. 
All tongues, all carrols dyd unto hym synge, 
Wondryng at one soe wyse, and yet soe yinge.' 



Encreaseynge yn the yeares of mortal lyfe. 
And hasteynge to hys journie ynto heaven, 
Hee thoughte ylt proper for to cheese* a wyfe. 
And use the sexea for the purpose gevene." 
Hee then was yolhe of comehe semelikeede," 
And hee had made a mayden's herte to blede. 



Thapiyde orBiiiu 
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He bad a fader, (Jesus rest hys soule I) 
Wbo loved monef , as hya charie ' joie ; 
Hee had a broder (happie manne he's dole I) 
¥n mynde and boddie, bjs owne fadre's boie ; 
What then could Canynge wtssen ' as a parte 
To gyve to ber whoe bad made chop ■ of hearte? 



But landes aod castle tenures, golde and bigbes,* 
And hoardes of sylver rousted jn the ent,* 
Canynge and hys fayre sweete dyd that despyae. 
To cbalige of troulie love was theyr content ; 
Theie lyv'd togeder yn a house adygne,* 
Of goode sendaument ' commilie ' and fyne. 



Butte soone hys broder and hys syre dyd die. 
And lefte to Willyam states and renteynge rolles. 
And at bys wyll bys broder Johne" supplie. 
Hee gave a chauntrie to redeeme theyre soules ; 

And put bys broder ynto syke a trade. 

That he lorde mayor of Londonne toirne was mede.-f- 



Eftsoones hys momynge lonm'd to gloomie nyghte; 
Hys dame, bys seconde selfe, gave upp her brethe, 

I Deu. t Wllb. I ElclUDgl. 4 ItHtiM. 

S Pane. CndiUbli. 7 Appunnca. 

A Dtoentr mnelj. 

t Tlill iiUiM; CuiDiDgwBiLilTd Hayor dTLddiIod Id HS6, 
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Seekeynge for elerne lyfe and endless lyghle, 
And fleed good Canynge ; sad mystake of dethe ! 
Soe have i seen a flower yiin Soramec tyme 
Trodde downe and broke and widder' ynn ytts pryine. 



Next Radcleeve chyrche (oh workeof handeofheBT'n, 
Whare Canynge slieweth as an instrumente,) 
Was to my bismarde' eyiie-syghte newlie giv'n j 
'Tis past to blazonne ytt to good contenle. 

You that woulde fcygn the fetyve' buyldynge see 

Repayre to Radcleve, and contented bee. 



I eawe the myndbruch' of hya nobille sonle 

Whan Edwarde meniced' a seconde wjfe; 

I saw what Pheryona yn hys raynde dyd rolle ; 

Nowe fyx'd fromm seconde dames a preeste for lyfe, 
Thya ys the raanne of menne, the vision spoke; 
Then belle for even-songe mie aenses woke. 



Tothiipctm wemiiy add Iho tbl lowing frms "account of <fa]i< 
"Town md Coaoti? Magazine fD[ Not. vn," aod Kpubllthed v 



FD from eome liquid Ihat hat beau applied to il 
BcDlt lo auign an; reaion, eicepl la give Ihe f 
■ppeuanca or sg*. The lelten aie r»mar 
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ONH OURB LADIES 



®nn outt tatiits CEJgnSt * 



As onn a hylle one eve sittynge, 

At oure Ladie's Chyrche mouche wonderynge, 

The counynge handieworke bo fyne, 

Han well nighe dazeled mine eyne ; 

Quod I; some counynge fairie hande 

Yreer'd this chapelle in this lande; 

Fulle well I wote' so fine a syghte 

Was ne yreer'd of mortall wighte. 

Quod Trouthe ; thou lackest knoirlschynge ;' 

Thou forsoth ne wotteth of the thynge. 

A Rev'rend Fadre, William Canynge hight, 

Yreered uppe this chapelle brighte; 

And eke another In the Towne, 

Where glassie bubblynge Trymme doth roun.' 

Quod I ; ne doubte for all he's given 

His sowle will certes goe to heaven. 

Yea, quod Trouthe ; than goe thou home. 

And see thou doe as bee hath donne. 

Quod 1 1 I doubte, that can ne bee i 

I have ne gotten markes three. 

Quod Trouthei as thou hast got, givealmes-dedessc 

Canynges and Gaunts culde doe ne moe. 
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ON THE SAME." 



Stav, curyoua traveller, and pass not bye, 
Until this fetive' pile aslounde* thine eye. 
Whole rocLs on rocks with yron joynd surveie. 
And okes wiih okes entremed' disponed' lie. 
This mightie pile, that keeps the wyndes at bale, 
Fyre-levyn' and the niokie' storme defle. 
That shootes aloofe into the reaulmes of daie, 
Shall he the record of the Buylders fame for aie. 

Thou aeest this maystrie of a human hand, 
The pride of Brystowe and the Westerne lande. 

Yet is the Buylders vertues much moe greete, 
Greeter than can hie Rowlies pen be scande. 
Thou seeBt the saynctes and kynges in atonen state, 
That seem'd with breath and human soule dispande,' 
As payrde* to us enseem these men of slate, 
Such is greete Canynge's mynde when payrd* to God 



k Dlicotiean BiiiUwe, bjThamu Raw]Iii,"_TT>- 
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on THE SAME, 



Wet) maiest thou be utounde, but view it well; 
Go not from hence before thou see thy fill; 
And learn the Builder's vertues and hia name; 
Of this tall spjie in every countye tell, 
And with thy tale the lazing' rych men shame j 
Showe howe the glorious Canynge did excelle ; 
How hee, good man, a friend for kyriges became, 
And glnryous paved at once the way to heaven and fame.* 



DrpIiuiLbllitf, ban cauld CllUMnoii, 
«b<,ol, »be« onli -rlUpg and wUh- 
h flns pleoei of poetry, which ihew 



al Idle and llllteraie (elluo Shalupeire. »ha was dil<en oot at Wu- 
ckihira for doer-steelUia, "tite the iMgedj of Othellot I gire u 
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®n tfie HDctrftatton of our ^alrie's ^{turtg.* 



SooNE as bryght sonne aloiige the skjrne, 

Han sente hys mddie lyghte ; 
And fayrjea hyd ynne ('slyppe cuppea, 

Tylle wysh'd approche of nyghte, 
The mattyn belle wyth shiyllie sounde, 

Reeckode throwe the ayre ; 
A troop of holie freeres dyd. 

For Jesua masse prepare, 
Arounde the highe unaaynted chyrcbe, 

Wythe holie relyques wenle; 
And every door and poste aboute 

Wythe godlie thynges beapient. 
Then Carpenter yii scarlette dreste, 

And mytred holylie ; 
From Mastre Canyiige hya greate bowse, 

Wyth rosatie dyd hie. 
Before hym wente a throng of freeres 

Who dyd the masse songe synge, 
Behynde hym Mastre Canynge came, 

Tryck'd lyke a barbed kynge, 

* ThLa poBm nu givm b; Chattettou in a dote Lo the Pu 
or Bpcytei. The linn an here iliTlded Lota, the bsllad 
SatriBtT'a Bdlliim, 
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And then a rows of holie freeres 

Who dyd the masa songe sound ; 
The procurators and chyrche reeves 

Next piest upon the ground, 
And when unlo the chyrche theye carae 

A holie masse was sange, 
So lowdlie was theyr snotie voyce, 

The heven so hie it range. 
Then Carpenter dyd puryGe 

The chyrche to Godde for aie, 
Wythe holie masaes and good psalmes 

Whyche hee dyd thereyn saie. 
Then was a sermon preeched soon 

Bie Carpynterre holie. 
And after that another one 

Ypreechen naa ble mee : 
Thenn alle dyd goe to Canynges house 

An Enterlude to playe. 
And drynk hya wyne and ale so goode 

And praie for him for aie.* 



1*1 Itfe pnwDti A tuna at V 
u and Jlvely u]*Dli, and ftJIlirdi a ttnat 
cuoiUj of eipecuUon, and tbon delulTi 
pon the cofucioutDef • of genhu uid Durit 
he ordlduj TDCfeDB of acquiring compeuiici 
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jFragmtnt, 

3st)n, Eitonti HHatit of acpncUSiuttGns JUpnettrrc' 



Harte of lyone! Ehatie thie snorde, 
Bare thie mortheynge' steinede honde 1 
Quace* whole armies to the queede,' 
Worke thie wylle yn burlie bronde/ 
Barons here on bankers-browded,* 
Fygbte yn furres gaynste the cale ;* 
Wbilest thou yone thonderynge armes 
Warriketh' whole cytlyes bale.' 
Harte of lyon I Sound the heme!* 
Sound e ytte ynio inner londes, 
Fewe fliea sporline ynne the cleeme," 
Inne thie banner terror stondes.f 



.udenlDod the learned languiiffCA^ Take a ■peclmeD ot hll poetj^ 
Murdorini. ! Vmquilh, 3 Deril. 4 PUTJ. tngtT. 



■ttributed to Ahbct Jo 
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THE FABLTAMEl 



A MOST MERRIE ENTYRLUDE, 



THE PARLIAMENTE OF SPRYTES. 



WROTEN BIE T. 



EntroducU/on bie Queene Mabbe. 
(_Bie Iscairnne.) 
Wban from the erthe tbe sonnes hulstred,' 
Than from the flouretts straughte' with dewei 

Canrngs, feonded the Abbey >1 WoMbuty. 



Ilaud a Lalla piece called " 
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Mie leege tneniie makes jee awhaped,' 

And wytches theyre wytchencref doe. 

Then ijse the iprytes ugsome* and ron,* 

And take theyre waike the letten* throwe. 

Thai) do the sprytes of valourous menne, 

Agleeme along the barbed' halle; 

Pleasaunte Ihe moultrynge' banners kenne, 

Or sytte arounde yn honourde slalle. 

Oure aprylea atourne' theyr eyne' to nyghte, 

And looke on Canynge his chyrche bryghte. 

In sothe yn alle mie bismarde" lounde, 

Troolie the thynge muste be hewryen:" 

lane stone o[ woden worke ne founde, 

Nete so bielecoyle'' to myne eyne 

Aa ys goode Canynge hys cbyrcbe of stone, 

Whych blat&untlie" wylle shewe hia piayae alone. 

To Johannes Carpenterre Byshoppe of Worcesterre. 

(Bie Rowleie.) 
To you goode Byshoppe, I address mie sale. 
To you who hoooureth the clothe you weate < 
Lyke pretious highea " ynne golde of beste allaie 
Echone dothe make the other seeme more fayre : 
Other than you" where coulde a roanne be founde 
So fytte to make a phice bee holie grounde. 




THE PARLYAMENTE OF SPRYTES. 267 

The sainctes ynne stones so nelelie carvelled,> 

Theie acanttie' are whatte theie enseeme to be ; 

Bie fervente praier of ^ours myghte rear tbeyre heade 

And chatinte owte masses to oure Vyrgyne. 

Was everie prelate l;ke a Carpenterre, 

I'he chyrche would ne blushe at a Wyachesterre. 

Learned as Beauclerke, as the confessour 

Holie ynne lyfe, lyke Canynge charitable, 

Buaiein holie chyrche as Vavasour, 

Slacke yn thynges evylle, yn alle goode tbyngefi stable, 

Honestas Sa&onnes was, from whence thou'ct sprungei 

Tbo' boddie weak thie soule for ever younge. 

Thouknowesl welle thie consciencefree from Steyne, 

Tliie aoule her rode' no sable batements have i 

Yclenchde' oer wylhe vyrtues bestc adajgne, 

A daie BBterne' thie mynde does aie adave.* ' 

Ne spoyled widdowes, orphyaiis dystreste, 

Ne Btarvvynge preestes ycrase' thie nyghtlie reste. 

Here then to tbee let me for one and alle 
Give lawde to Carpenterre and coromendatyon. 

For hys grete vyrlues but alas! too amalle 
Is mie poore akylle to ahewe you hys juste blatyon,* 
Or to blaze fortlie hys publicke goode alone, 
And alle hys pryvate goode to Godde and bym ys 
knowne. 
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Spryle of Nyntrodde speaketh. 
(_Bie Ticamme.) 
Soon as the morne but newlie wake. 
Spyed Nyghte j-Blorven lye ; 
On herre corse dyd dew droppea shake, 
Then fore the aoane upgotten was I. 
The rampynge lyoii, felle tygere, 
The bocke that skyppes from place to pl&ce. 
The olyphaunte' and rhynocere,' 
Before mee tbrongbe the greene wood 1 dyd chace. 
Nymrodde as scryptures hyght mie name, 
Baalle as jetted' stories saie i 
For rearynge Babelle of greete fame. 
Mie Dame and renome* shalle lyven foraie: 
But here I spie a fyner rearynge, 
Genst whych the clowdes dothe not fyghte, 
Onne whych the starres doe sytte to appearynge; 
Weeke roenne thynke ytte reacha the kyngdom of 

lyghte. 
where ys the manne that huylded the same, 
Dyspendynge' woildlie store so welle ) 
Fayn woutde I chaunge wyth hym mie name, 
A.nd sCande ynne bys cbaunce ne to goe to helle. 




Sprite of Atsffrians lyngelh. 
Whan toe theyre caves Sterne abeste,' 
Tbe waters ne moe han" dystteste 

The worlde so large; 

Butte dyde dyscharge 
Themaelvea ynto theyre bedde of reste. 

Then menne besprenged' alle abroade, 
Na moe dyde worshyppe the true Godde ; 

Butte dyd create 

Hie temples greate 
Unto the jniage of Nymrodde. 

But nowe the Worde of Godde is come, 
Borne of Maide Marie toe brynge home 

Maukynde hys sbepe. 
Them for to keepe 
In the folde of hys heavenlie kyngdome. 

Thys chyrche whych Canynge he dyd reei 
To bee dispeiite' in prayse and prayer, 

Mennes soules to save. 

From vowrynge' grave, 
And puryfye them heaven- were.' 

»uefl '^ thle pryde w>U« be Abeit«." EnlToductyoD 14 (he 
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Spryte* o/EBe,' Bgtkryeke,' Fgtz-hardynge, Frampton, 
GavnUs, Segouien, Laai/ngeioa, Sayghta, Temptarm, 



{Bie Roroleie.) 
Spryte of Bytkryche tpeeheth. 
EUe, thie Brjstone U thie onlie care, 
Thou arte Ijke dragonne vjllaDt' of yts god« ; 
Ne lovjnge dames toe kynde moe love can bear, 
Ne Lombardes over golde moe vyllaunt' broode. 

SpryU of EUt tpteketh. 
Svrythf n,' jee sprytes forsake the boUen* floude, 
Aod btowke' a sygthe wyth mee, a ayghte eiifyne ; 
Welle have I vended myue fur Daoyshe bloude, 
Syth thys greete structure greete mie nhaped' eyne. 
Yee that have buylden on the Radclefte syde, 
Tourne there your eyne and see your workes outvyde. 

Spryte of Bytkrycke tpeeketh. 
What wondrous monumente I what pyle ys thys 1 
That byndes in wonders chayne entendemente I* 
That dothe aloof the ayiie skyen kyss, 
And aeemeth mountaynes joyned bie cemente, 
FromGoddehysgreeteandwondrousstotebousesente. 




ilz-MNGoOgIc 



THE PABLYAMBNTK OP Sl-RYTBS. 271 

Fulle nelle m^ne eyne arede' ;tte canne ne bee, 
That manne coulde reare of thylke agreeLe extente, 
A chyrche so bausyn feCyve ' as wee see : 
The flemed ' cloudes disparted from it flie, 
Twylle bee, I wis, to alle etecnytye. 

EUe'i »pryte tpteketk. 
Were I once moe caste yn a jnortalle frame. 
To hearethe chauntrie songe souude ynne rayne eaie, 
To heare the masses to owre holie dame. 
To viewe the cross yies and the arches fayre I 
Throughe the halfe hutstred sylver twynlilyijge glare 
Of yon brygbte moone in foggie maotlea dreste, 
I must coiitenle the buyldynge to aspere,* 
Wbylste ishod' cloudes the hallie ' syghte arrcEte. 
Tyll as the nyghtes growe wayle' I flie the lyghte, 
O were I manne agen to see the syghte ! 
There sytle the canons ; clothe of sable hue 
Adorne the hoddies of them everie one ; 
The chauntera whyte with scarfea of woden blewe. 
And crymson chappeaus* for them toe put onne, 
Wythe golden tassyls glyttrynge ynne thesuune; 
The dames ynne kyrtles alle of Lyncolne greene. 
And knotted shoone pykes' of brave coloures done ; 
A fyner s^hte yn aothe was never seen. 

Byrlonnes spryte speehetk. 
Inne tylles and turulea was mie dear delyghte, 
le and Godde hys warfare han r< 
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At ererjche tyltjnge yarde niie name was hygtate, 

I beare the belle awaie whereet I come. 

Of Redclefte chyrche the bujid jnge newe 1 done. 

And dyd fulle manie holie place endowe, 

Of Maries houae made the foundacyon. 

And gave threescore markes to Johnes hys toe. 

Then clos'd myne eyne on erthe to ope no moe, 

Whylst syx mooeths myDde upon mie grave was iloe. 

Full gladde am I mie chyrche was pyghten ' down, 

Syth thys brave structure doth agreete myne eye. 

Thys geaeon* buyldynge, limedst' of the towne. 

Like to the donours soule, slialle never die ; 

But if, percase, Tyme, of hys dyre envie, 

Sballe beate ytte to rude natles and tbrockes ' of stone ; 

The faytouT ' traveller that passes bie 

Wylleseey ttesToyend' auntyaunte splendoure shewne 

Inne the crasd ' arches and the carvellynge, 

And pyllars theyre greene heades to heaven rearynge. 

Spryle of Segoroen' tpeeketh. 
Bestoykynge* golde was once myne onlie toie, 
Wyth ytte mie soule wythynne the coffer Me ; 
Itte dyd the mastrie of mie lyfe emploie, 
Bie nyghte mie leman " and mie Jubbe " bie daye. 
Once as I dosynge yn the wylcb howre laie, 
Thynkynge howe to benym" the orphyans breadde, 
And from the redeless" take theyre goodes awaie. 



i. S Ru>. 3 Man noble. 4Haipi. 

nitire of Lombard;. « DeceiTiig. lOMiitnn, 

ii To uUlb bw«j. is HelplM. 
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I from the skien tiear'd a voyce, whicb s^d. 
Thou sleepest, but loe Sathan is awake i 
Somedeedetliat'sholie doe, orbeethiesoulenflle take. 

1 swythyn was uptyst' wytb feereastounde;* 

Methoughte yn merke* was pluen devylleg Telle : 

Strayte dyd I nomber twentie aves rounde, 

Thoughten full sooae for to go to helle. 

In the morne raie case to a goode preeste dyd telle) 

Who dyd areede' mee to ybuild that daie 

Tlie chyrchc of Thomas, tbeiine to pieces felle. 

Mie heart dispanded* into heaven laie: 

3oon was the sylver to the norkmenne given, — 

'Twas beate astowde,' a karynte' gave to heaven. 

But welle, I wole, thie ceasallea were not soe, 
'Twaa love of Godde that set thee on the rearyoge 
Of this fayre chyrah, O Canynge, for to doe 
Thya lymed' buyldynge of so fyne appearynge : 
Thys chyrch onre leaser buyldynga all owt-daryinge, 
Lyke to the moone wythe staries of lyttle lyghle; 
And after tymes the feetyve" pyle reverynge, 
The prynce of chyrcbes buylders thee shall hyghte ; 
Greete was the cause, but greeter was the effecte. 
So alle wyll sale who doe thys place prospect. 

Spn/Ce ofFytz Hardyngt ^teditlh. 
From royal parentes dyd I have retaynynge. 
The redde-hayrde Dane confeste to be mie ayre; 
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TheDaoe who often thTowethyskyi^domdMynynge, 
WouM mack theyra waie sthroi^h wythe bloude •nd 

f,,e. 
As stopped Tjven alnaiea rjse moe hygher. 
And rammed stones tue oppcsures ationgei bee j 
So thie' wban vanqnyshed dyd prove moe dyre. 
And for one peysan' tbeie dyd threescore slee. 
From them of Denmar()ne3 royalle bloude came I, 
Welle myghte 1 boaate of mie gentylytie. 
The pypea mue sounde and babble forth mie name, 
And tellen what on Radclefte syde I dyd: 
Trinytie Collei^e ne agratche mie fame, 
The layreet place in Brystowe ybuylded. 
The royalle bloude that thorow mie vaynes slydde 
Dyd tyncte mie harte wythe manie a noble thoughte; 
Lyke to mie mynde the mynster* yreared, 
Wythe noble carvel workmanshyppe was wroughte. 
Hie at the deys,' lyke to a kyoge on'a throne, 
Dyd I take place and was myself alone. 

But thou, the buylder of tbb swotie' place, 
Where alle the aaynctes in sweete ^junctyon atande, 
A verie heaven for yttes fetyve grace. 
The glorie and the wonder of the lande. 
That shewes the buylders mynde and fourmers bande. 
To bee the beste that on the erthe remaynea ; 
At once for wonder and delyghte eommaunde, 
Shewynge howe muche bee of the godde reteynes. 
Canynge the great, the cbarytable, and good. 
Noble as kynges if not of kyi^elie bloude. 
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Spryte of Framptotte tpeeheth. 
Brjslowe shall speete mie DBoie, and Radclefte toe. 
For here mie deede« were goddelye everychonei 
Aa Owdeos monster bie the gate wylle shewe. 
And Johnes Kt Brystowe what mie workes han done. 
Beaydes anere' bowse that I han begunno; 
Butte myne comparde to thyssen ys \ groffe ;* 
Nets to bee meocioned or looked upon, 
A verie punelatre' or verie scoffe ; 
Canynge, (hie name shall lyven be for aie, 
Thie name ne wyth the chyrche shall waste awaie. 

Spryle of Gauntt tpeeketh. 
I dyd fulle manie reparatyons give. 
And the bonne Hommes dyd fulle ryche endowe; 
As toucynge to mie Godde on erthe dyd lyve. 
So alle the Brystowe chionycles wylle shewe. 
Butte alle mie deedes wylle bee as nothynge no we, 
Syth Canynge have thys buyldynge fynysbed, 
Whych seemeth to be the pryde of Brystowe, 
And bie ne bnyldeyng to bee OTermatched: 
Whyche de ahalle laste and bee the prayse of alle, 
And onlie in the wrecbe of nature falle. 

A Kn^ghle Templars $prifle ipeeheth. 
In hallie land where Sarasins defyle 
The grounde whereon oure Sacjfour dyd goe. 
And Cbryste bys temple make to moschyes* vyie. 

Wordies of despyte genst oute Savyour Ihrowe. 
There 'twas that we dyd owre warfarege doe, 
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GuardynRe the pylgr^a of the ChryBtyan teie-,' 
And dyd oirre holie Hrmes in bloude embrue, 
Movynge lyke thonder-boultes yn drear arraie. 
Owre Btrokes lyke levyn' tareynge the tall tree 
Owre Oodde owre arms wyth lethalle force dyd d ree. ' ] 
Maint' tenures fayre, andemannoureaofgreete nelthe, 
Greene woodes, and brooklettes; runny nge throaghe 

the lee, 
Dyd menne us gyve for theyre deare soule her helthe. 
Gave erthlie ryches for goodea beavenlie. 
Nee dyd we lette oure ryches unlyle' bee. 
But dyd ybuylde the Temple chyrche so fyne, 
The whyche ya wroughle abowte so bismarelie; * 
Itte seemetb camoys' to the wondrynge eyne ; 
And ever and anon when belles rynged. 
From place to place ytte moveth yttes bie heade ; 
Butte Caaytige from the sweate of hys owne browes* 
Dyd gette hys golde and rayse thys fetyve howse. 

Lamyngetonnet ^ryte epeeteth. 
Lette alle mie faultes bee bnried ynne the grave ; 
AUe obloquyes be rotted wythe mie doste; 
Lette him fyrst carpen that no wemmes' have : 
'Tys paste mannes nature for to bee aie juste. 
But yette in sothen to rejoyce I maste. 
That I dyd not immeddle for to buylde i 
Sythe tliys quaintissed* place so gloryous, 
Seemeynge alle chyrches joyned yn one guylde,'* 
Has nowe supplied for what I had done, 
Whych toe mie cierge" ia a gloryoua sonne. 

I F*<lli. ! UgbtDlng. 
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EiU'$ gpryte ^eeketh. 
Then lette us itlle do jyntelie rereraunce here, 
The beste of menoe and By shoppes here doe stande : 
Who are Goddes shepslerres ' and do take good care, 
Of the goode ahepe hee putteth yn theyre hand ; 
Ne one ia loste butte alle in well likande' 
Awayto to heare the Generalle Byshoppes calle, 
When Mychaels trompe shall sound to ynmoste lande, 
Afiryghte the wycked and awaken allei 
Then Canynge rysea to eternal reste, 
And fyndes hee chose on erthe a lyfe the besle.' 



>o proTS the inChentldtj ofUie Brii-jil M8S. 
ti elT«D wrong iDlerpreutlodi 



Ro«lBJ, b 



wild DDt 



t CbitUtun hid odf^nillr mltUD (hHe poemi, in the tina in 

litlei u p«h«pi iDT-penoD whtLAOeyer, and do Indeed believfl him 
kvw9 been the srvatviC genLiu th«E BngStndhu produced <iiic« (he 
'■ dT BhaJupvin, lamnadv^rtaikckiiowlBd^ that fas «u endued 
h tny miraculoui powan. Devoted u ho waa f^om hie JnAincj (a 
•tudf of unClqaltiea, he could not han been lo conTonut with 
lent iHDE^ufl&p or ha" had all the worda nacBiaarj to be used » 
of hnj BDOiidenbla 
C wTota hit Tenea Id pUIn Engltili, 
idth eai^h old wordi aj would lUU 
he fumiahod hlmiolf, aomedipea 

made. When he oouM not reedilj 
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LIdwi tfaui th»t bit fflooftrlet vr 



II thli Iwiud 

00, Cbftt tlu glouuT 



BTn occnired u him, this 
no wiKrIhu himieir; ■ 
Mrlking iDfUncet, tbst it 
^luriui to have viihiUted 



BDiber th« pnciiB aenK Id 



iiDteTTnlof lime altn the text. "Tbe gloHUf or the 
'His Eaglah ICetamorphovi' (Ml. Tjivhlct Inronni 
down bj ChntertDii Eilemporallr, without tha MsiM- 

Hik, *t tli« dailn ud is the ptetencB of HT.^Binatt.'' 



ON THE HYNSTEB. 



®n t6e ittpnsttr.* 



Wythe daityve' steppe relygyon dyghle yn gieie, 

Her face of doleful hue, 
Snyfte as a takel' thro'we bryghte beav'n tooke her 

And ofte and ere anon dyd saie 

"Aiel meel what shall I doe; 
"See Brystoe citie, nhyche I noire doe kenne, 

" Aryeynge to mie view, 
"Tbycke Ihrong'd wythesoldyerssnd vythe traffyck- 
inenne; 

" Bntte saynctes I seen few." 

■ Thiipoem it npriDWd Ifaini Buretl'i Hiitar; of Btiilol. Ilia 
by ChulerlDD 10 be UaaBlated bj Rowley, " u nie ai Eoglyibe wrll 
I, tmm the orlglaa!, writt«D by Ahbol JohDr who wAt ybdadyd 
r»ni, and djd act al abbalt 8 yearei before hjra loductyoi 
Fbllllp th«D abbalt: b« d;r>A7iiK'Cc.iT. beynga bnryed Inblaalt 
the mjnulei."— Southet'i Xdilien 1/ ChaUairm. 

akyUda^mhe laDf[iia^i of yore ; hve wrote ynn the Greko lonj 
poem oane Robert« Fits Uardynffi «hycb« aa Die u Englyahe ■ 
tern 1 hare tbua mniplacerid : 

" Wjthe daltyre at«ppe rslygyon dyghls yn eraie, 
Har fiK* or doleful Ime/ftc. 
b abon.— Rairiii'i BMor) 0/ PalUeri and Camtlltrt. 

I Ferhapi 'hsitlTe.' 01 'biUftlff" baatj, ftom the Fteoch 'h) 
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Fytz- Hardy nge rose! — be rose lyke bryghte sonne L 
the morne, 

"Fwre datne edryne thein eyne, 

" Let alle tbie greefe bee myne, 
" For I nylle lere thee uppe a Mynstei hie; 
" The toppe whereof shBlI reach ynto the skie ; 

" And wytle a monke be Bhomei" 

Theone dyd the dame replie, 

" I shall ne be forelourne ; 
" Here wyll I take a cherysaunied Teste, 
" And spend mie dales upon Fytz- Hardy nges bresle.'** 



* SbULd^ AiUt the opiniDn of thue undiulUblfl biogrnphm idkOH 
imBglDfttLOaihtTAcoDductedCbaltertoDtotlitgibbvt, It maj bs owned* 

of good IDd btU. Etcd the mamentHrj project oT thfl infidel boj Co bo- 
coma ■ methodEeb preichcr, bvtnf e ui obliqultj of dBtiga, uid ■ con- 
tempt of hnmui CTfldnlltJ, tbHt it not nrj Hmidblv. But hAdbe beon 
vpared, bli ptld* and ambition would have coma to flow in propar 
Ebaniil) ; hliundeiaCudlnc noiilil hars taught ttm tlia praetleai nine 
oftnitb, and (be dignitj of virtuft, and ba WDnld bava daaplied attilldB 
when he bad felt tbB itrengtb and aecurlCy of wiidom. — Cxkfbill. 

ChaCtertoB wai a fnMgx at genioi, and would hsTe piorvd tha Biat 
of EngUab |»eti> bad he reached a matunr age. — WaftTov. 

To apeak of Challaitan, it to taucb apon a name flora wbleh tlnia 



i 



THB WORLD B. 



W^t iSRoiIItt.* 



Padre, Sonne, and Mj/rutrtBee. 



To the worlde newe and ytts bestoykenynge ' nai 
Thys coUtrelle' sonne of myne ys all mie care. 
Tee mynstrelleswarnehymmebowwyth rede* hestraie 
WheregayldedTycedotheBpreddehysnasdll'd' snare. 
To gettyng wealth 1 woulde hee sboulde bee bredde. 
And couronnes of rudde goulde ne glorie rounde bya 



Hie name is InteresU, lia I 
Dotbe yntoe alle bosoms flie, 
Ecbe one hylten * secret's myne. 
None BO wordie, goods, and dygoe. 



pratAtipu tat e1t«i tmn Kemj. 
1 DdxiTlni. I A ^iiD|; lEd. 9 AAtUh, cshdhI, http. 

4 EiidiDllr fiuiiMd ham 'JgUatU f^' I» Htnldij) i Uad of 
■hanliHM^, IhitiiTddsd, or Iwi * bola la ilia mlddla npnimr' 
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Butte wyll fynde ytte to theyr cost. 
Interests ^11 rule the roaste. 
I to everichone gyre lawes, 
Selfe ys fyret yn everich cause. 



I amme ■ faytour' flame 

Of lemmie^ melancboli, 

Love sorome behyghte' mie name, 

Some Joe anemp * me foUie ; 

Inne sprytes of meltynge molde 

1 sette mie burneynge sele ; 

To mee a goulers * goulde 

Doeth Dete a pyne ' avele ; 

I pre upon the helthe. 

And from gode redeynge' flee. 

The manne who woulde gette wealtbe 

Mnste never thynhe of mee. 



I bee the Queede* of Pryde, mie spyrynge heade 
Mote reche the cloudes and stylle be rysynge hie. 
Too lyttle is the earthe to bee mie bedde. 
Too bsnnon* for mie breetheyoge place the skie; 



'Hflnffi- li^u or 



t Nun*. Thsw 



Da jDoua ' I see the norlde bineth me lie 
Botte to mie belterres. I soe lyttle gree, 
Aanenthe* a shadow or a shade I be«, 
Tys to the smalle alleyn that t ranne multyplie. 

rODSTR KTNSTBBL. 

I am the Queed of goulera; lookarounde 
The ayrs aboute mee thieves doe represente, 
Bloudsteyned robbers spryng from oute the grounde. 
And airie vysyona swarme around mie ente;' 
O save mie monies, ytte ys theyre entente 
To nymme* the redde Godde of mie fremded' sptighle, 
Whatle joie canne goulera have or daie or nyghtel 



Vice bee I hyghle, onne golds fulle ofte ! ryde, 
Fulle fayre unlo the ayghte foraie I seemej 
Mie ugsomness wythe goldenne veyles I hyde, 
Lueyiige mie lovers ynne a. sylkenne dreme ; 
Botte nhan mie untrue pleasaunce have byn tryde, 
Thanne doe I showe alle horrownesse and rou.* 
And those 1 have ynne nette woulde feyne mie grype 



I bee greets Dethe, alle ken mee bie the name, 
Botte none can sue bowe 1 doe loose the sprygbte, 
Goode menne mie tardyinge delaie doethe blame, 
Botle moste ryche goulerres from mee take a flyghte; 
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HyeUe of wealtbe I see whereere 1 came, 
Doethe mie ghutness mbcUe multTplye 
And maketb hem afrayde to lyre or die. 

Howe Tilleyn MyiiHtreUes, and is this your rede.' 
Awue: Awaie: I wyll ne geve a curse. 
Hie Sonne, mie aonne, of mie spaeche take hede, 
Nothynge yi goode thatte bryngeth not to purse.* 



* UnfntuDitfl boy E poorlj wut (boa nccoainodatod durirv thy 
■liort HtJooTDiDJ AmoDgUfl; — rudeljwuttluni Ir^Aled, — aordTdid thy 
IHhjw loul inBer from Ih« Kcn of neuvivoTtlij! ind than an, mt 
lut, USH sfao vUh la rob thee ofUi^oiilinwed, tliT jHSlllUBiaui gktry. 
BiTErt, too. i» the ceuiureci otUij raoriUi. In the glaoiDi mamcuti 
of dnpondencr, r famr thau hut ottered impLoua mad bluphemom 
IhoDahta, wbLch none CAD d«Feqil» anil which veilh&r thy yautb^ nor thr 
, ,. ........_.. "-'-■IhjmorEtlBldreii- 
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«iu fflanto of an aiuitni ^om, 

^3tt MnSnotnn lEtnfgfit or ffit ©otttnament.* 



The Malten belle bao sounded long. 

The Cocks ban sang their morniag songe. 

When lo ! the tunefol ClarioDa sound, 

(Wherein all other noise was drownd) 

Did echo to the rooms around, 

And greet the ears of Champyons stronge ; 

Arise, arise from downie bedde 

For Sunne doth gin to shew bis hedde I 



Then each did don in seemlie gear. 
What armour ecbe beseeta'd to wear. 
And on each sheelde derices ahon#. 
Of wounded hearts and battles won. 
All curious and nice eohon ; 
With manie a tasaild spear; 
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And monnted echeone on a steed 
Unwote nude Ladies bewts to blede. 



Heranlds ecbe side the Cluioos woDod, 

The Horses started at the sound; 

Ttie Knyghtes echeone d;d poynt the launce. 

And to the combattes did adTauncei 

From Hybeme, Scotland, eke from Fraunce ; 

Theyre prancyng horses tare the ground ; 

All strove to reche the place of fygbte. 

The first to exercise their inygbte— 



O'Kocke upon his courser fleet, 

Swift as lightning were his feet. 

First g^n'd the lists and galle him fame ; 

From West Hybernee Isle be came. 

His myghte depictur'd in his name.* 

All dreded such an one to meet i 

Bold as a mountaiu wolf he stood, 

Upon his snerde sat grim dethe and bloude. 



But when be tbrewe downe his Asenglave, 
Next came in Syr BotelJer bold and brave, 
The dethe of roanle a Saraceen i 
Theie thought him a Devil from Hells black den, 
Ne thinking tliat anie of moitatle meone 
Could send so manie to the grave. 
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For his life to John Rumsee he render'd hia thanke 
Descended from Godred the King of (he Manks. 



Within his sure rest he settled his gpeare, 

And ran at O'Roeke in full career ; 

Their launces with the furious stroke 

Into a thousand shiTeis broke. 

Even a£ the thunder tears the oak. 

And scatters splinters here and there ; 

So great the shock, their senses did depart, 

Tbe bloude all ran to strengtben up the harte. 



S;r Botelier Rumsie first came from bis ttt 
And from the Marshall toke tbe launce t 
O'Rocke eke chose another speete. 
And ran at Syr Botelier [in] full career i 
His prancynge stede the ground did tare ; 
In haste he made a false advance ; 
Syr 3<iteUer seeing, with myghte amain 
Fellde him down upon tbe playne. 



Syr Pigotte Novlin at the Clarions sound, 

On a milk-white stede with gold trappings around. 

He couchde in his rest his silver-poynt speere, 

And ferslie ranne up in full career ; 

But for his appearance he payed full deare, 

In tbe first course laid on the ground ; 

Besmeer'd in the dust with his silver and gold. 

No longer a glorious sight to behold. 
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SjT Botelier tben having conqner'd hU tmjne. 
Rode Conqueror off the touineying plapie j 
ReceiTfing a garland from JJiee't band. 
The fajrest Ladye in the lande. 
Syr Pigotte thla viewed, and furious did stand. 
Tormented in mind and twdily peyne, 
Syr Botelier crown'd, most gslanllie stode. 
As some tall oak whhin the tbiek wode. 



Awhile the shrill Clarions sounded the word ; 
Next rode in Syr John, of Adderielgh Lord, 
Who over his back his thick shield did bryng. 
In checkee of redde and silver sheeninge. 
With steede and gold trappings beseeming a King, 
A guilded flne Adder twyned round his swerde.- 
De Bretville advanced, a man of great myghle 
And couched bis Uunce in his rest for the f^bte. 



Ferse as the falling waters of the lough. 

That tumble headlonge from the mountain's browe, 

Gv'n BO they met in drierie soundi 

De Bretville fell upon the ground. 

The blonde from inward bmided wound. 

Did out his stained helmet flowei 

As some tall hark upon the foamie m^n. 

So laie De Bretville on the plain. 
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THK UNKSOWN KNIGHT. 



Sjrr John of the Dale or Compton highti 

Adv&nced next in lists of fyght, 

He knew the tricks of toumejinge full well, 

In running race ne manne culd him ezcell, 

Or how to wielde a sworde better tel, 

And eke he was a manne of might : 

On a black Stede with silver trappynges dygbt 

He darde the dangers of the touroeyd figbte. 



Within their resta their apeeres they set, 

So furiousl; ech other met, 
That Compton'B well intended ap«ere 
Syr John bi» shield in pieces tare. 
And wound his hand in furious geir ; 
Syr Johns stele Assenglave waa wette : 
Syi John then toe the marshal turn'd. 
His breast with meekle furie bum'd. 



The tenders of the feelde came in. 
And bade the Champyona not begyn ; 
Eche tourney but one hour should last, 
And then one hour was gone and past. 
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®6r ;$xmt of ©rlrros aEHftite.* 

There was a Broder of Orderys Whyte, 
Hee songe l>;s mci&ses jn the nyghte ; 

Ave Maria, Jesu Maria. 
The DOnnes al slepeynge yn the Dortoure. 
Thoughts hym of a] syngejrnge Freers the Flowre. 

Ave Maria, Jesu Maria. 

Siister Agnes looved his syngeyoge well. 
And songe with hem too the sotheu to tell ; 

Ave Maria, &c. 
But he ytte ne sed bie Elde or yynge 
Thai ever dhey e oderwyse dyd synge 

Than Ave Marie, Sec. 

This Broder was called evrich wheere 
To Kenshamm and to Bristol Nonnere; 

Ave Maria, &c. 
Botte seyynge of masses dyd wurch hym so lowe. 
Above hys Skyiine hys Booya did growe. 

Ave Maria, &c. 

He eaten Beefe ande Dyshes of Mows,f 
And hontend everych Knyghtys House 

With Ave Maria, &c. 
And beynge ance moe in godelyken. 
He soDge to the Nones and was poren agen 

Wllh Ave Maria, &c. 
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Bialogut. 

IStttDnn iOaUUT ^^ilpot ana ilBalliunI) eTailniict.* 



God ye God den, t my good naighbour, howed'yesyle? 
How doea your wyfe, man! what never assole? 
Cum rectitate vivaa, verborum mala ne cures. 






t Thifl salulalioD, which ihoiild be wrJttaa '* God ye good Dan," la 



In Lare'i Labou 















IuU.i.A«ii. 
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Ah, Mastre Pbjllepot, ecil tongues do sale. 

That mj wjfe nill ly en down to daie : 

TU ne twaine moneths ajtb ehee waa m^ ne for a 



Animum submiltere noli rebus in adversia, 
Nolito qui^dani referenti semper credere. 
But I pity jou nayghbour, is it so ? 



Qus requirit miser icoTdiam mala causa est. 
Alack, alack, a sad donie mine in fay. 
But oft with cityzena it is the case i 
Honesta turpitudo pro bond 
Caus£ inori, as auDtient pensmen sayse. * 



now base geoenllj IWTelled a highscToiid; b 
thit 1 laaad them in th* vm? tint book in wl 

tuo olier oul of Ihe SeMcncei of Pabliia Sjrni* 
a tba Diiliclii in ■ lilll« volumE, wbich, in m 

ut the Crammu. Tboy iIudlbiulnaD edidoi 

CiTO, Lib. III. IMit. 4. 

- IJb. II. Ditl. SO. 
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DIALOGUE, &C. 



Home newa welle let alone and latyn loo, 
For mee a memorie doth 'gin to fayle ; 

Sttie, Master Walworth, what gode newes have yoi 
Prue have you hetdeen of the stouns of hayle ? 



I have, and that ytte with reddour did sayle, 

Some heutstones were lyke cheryes rege and grete. 

And (o the grownde there did the trees preveyle. 
But goodinanne Philpotte what dye yon ahele 

Bowte goods of Layiningtone, nowe holde by yau 

For eertune monies store to you for chattels due ? 

SiRui. Smlenl. Iamb, p. ] 19. 
SasUot.Trocb t. 3. 
Id ChiHertoD't trantciipt of (hit lut line he had arlBlDslljr Inaerted 
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Ah, I have nymd hiin apecjral, for his wine 

Have la'en attona twelve pounds, for da;ntye cheer. 
Though the same time mie wyfe with hym djd dyne. 

Been pajd a marlt — non-eiira of the beer ; 
But when hys syokynge purse did 'gin to wear 

I lent hym full syn markes upon hys faie, 
And hee poore Custrols. bavynge note to apere 

Favor'd a cleere and now doth runne awaie, 
Hys goodea I downe at Briatowe towne wyll selle. 
For which I will get forty shenynge marks full well. 



Tyde lyfe, tyde death, I wyli withe thee go downe. 
And selle aome goods too yn brave Brystowe towne.* 



edg«d the Tatout ot mocb Talntblv lutitUnc* rendvnd me by 
entlBiDMi.-En.I 
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TRICKS OT LAMTMGBTOWNE. 



JItbt i^ltirfc ^Tftiks of lUmgngetotone. 



A rjrgouroua doome is myne, upon mie faie : 
Before the parent starie, the lyghtsome sonno. 
Hath three tymes lyghted up the cheerful daie. 
To other reaulmes muat Lajmingtonne be gonne. 
Or else my flymsie thredde of lyfe is spiinne i 
And shall I hearken to a cowarls reede. 
And from so vaio a shade, as lyre is, runne ? 
No I flie all thoughtes of runynge to the Queed j ' 
No ! here I'll sttde. and let the Cockneies see. 
That Laymyntone the brare, will Laymyngetownc 
still be. 

To fygbt, and not to flee, my sabatans' 

I'll don, and girth my snerde unto my syde ; 

I'll go to ship, but not to foreyne landes. 

But act the pyrate, rob in every tyde ; 

With Cockneies blonde Thamysis shall be dyde, 

Theire goodea in Bristowe markette siiall be soMe, 

My bark the laverd ' of the waters ryde, 

Her sayles of scaclette and her stere of golde ; 

My men the Saxonnes, I the Hengyat bee. 

And in myshyppecombynetheforceof all their three 
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Go to my truetie menne in Selwoods chace. 
That through the lessel ' hunt the burled • boare. 
Tell them how standee with me the present case. 
And bydde them revel down at Watchets shore. 
And saunt ' about In hawlkee and woods no more ; 
Let every auntrous^ knyghte his armour brase. 
Their meats be mans fleshe, and theyre beverage gore, 
Hancele, ' or Hanceled, from the human race ; 
Bid them, like mee theyre leeder, shape theyre mynde 
To be a bloudie foe in armes, gaynst all maukynde. 



I go my boon companions for to fynde. 

Ralph goei out. 



Unfaifull Cockneies dogs I your god is gayne. 
When in your towne I spent my greete estate, 
What crowdes of citts came flockynge to my traine 
What shoals of tradesmenne eaten from my plate. 
My name was alwaies Laymyngeton the greate ; 
But whan my wealth was gone, ye kennd me not, 
I stoode in warde, ye laughed at mie fate. 
Nor car'd if Laymyngeton the great did rotte -, 
But know ye, curriedowes,' ye shall soon feele, 
I've got experience now, altho* I bought it weele. 

You let me know tbat all the worlde are knaves, 
That lordes and cits are robbers in di^uise ; 
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I and my men, the Cockneies of the wavea, 
Will profltte by youre lessons and bee wLse; 
Hake you give back tbe harvest o( youre lies; 
From deep fraught barques I'le take the mysers soul. 
Make all the wealthe of erery [man] my prize, 
And cheating Londons pryde to Dygoer Bristowe 
tolle. 



te, Phi^otl, and Bobytmt 



Thou saiest manne that thou wouldst goe with mee. 

And bare a parte in all mie mennes empryze, 
Thinke well upon the daungera of the sea 

And ghess if that wyll no thee recradize. 
When thronghe the skies the levyn-brondie flies. 

And levyns sparkel in the whited oundes 
Seemynge to ryae at lepestonea to the skies. 

And no contented bee with its sette bounds. 
Then tolles the barque and tosses too and fro, 

Sike drearie scenes as thys will caste thie bloude I 

Thynke, when wyth bloudie axes in our handes 
We are to fyghte for izoulde and sylver to. 

On neighbours myndbruch lyfe no one then standes, 
But aQ his ayme and end is to death's doo. 

I've thowghte on alle and am resolved to goe, 
Fortune, no more I'll bee thie taunted slave. 

Once I was greete, nowe plans'd in wante and woe, 
I'll goo and bee a pick-hatch of tlie wave ; 
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GoodM I have none, and \j!e I do disdtyne, 

I'll be a victoar, or I'll break, mie gallfnge ctwyne, 
111 nashe mie handes in bloude and dele in dethe. 
Out shippe shall blowe alonge with windes of dyinge 
breth. 



I like thy courage, and I'll tell thy doome. 

Thou wilt unyere a brave captaine bee, 
Goe thou to Brystowe, stale uiitylle wee come 

For there we shall happlie have neede of thee. 
And for a thigbt and shapelie warehouse see 

Whareen to put the chattels we shall hrynge. 
And know if there two Cocknie knaves may bee 

Phillpot and Walworth, aoe reporle doth synge. 
If soe I'll trounce the gouler hie roie ffue. 
There's monies maun for thee— Ralph! take tbe 

Which we from Walchetts towne have taken nowe, 
Yn the barque's bottom see thee same you slowe. 



Mastre of myne, I go as you do s! 



And t to Brystowe to 


wn will haste awai 


... 
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aONGE OS 8KYSCTE BALDYWYNBE. 



gfeonge 

f Signcte UslllDlDDnni-* 



Whann Norrurs i end hys menne of myghte, 
Uponne thys brydge darde all to fyghte, 
Forslagenn mania warrioura laie, 
Aod Dacyanns well nie wonne the dale. 
Whanne doughty Baldwinus arose. 
And acallerd death e ainonge hys foes, 
Fromme out the brydge the purlinge bloode 
Embolled' hie the runnynge floude. 

Dethe dydd uponne hys anlace hange. 
And all hys arms were gatle de tangue.' 
Hia doughtinesBe wrought thilk dismaye, j 
The foreign warriors ranne awaie, 
Erie Baldwynus regardedd well, 
How manie menn forslaggen fell i 
To Heaven lyf t oppe hys holie eye, 
And thanked Godd for viclorye ; 
Thenne threw hys anlance ynn the tyde, 
Lyvdd ynn a cell, and hermytte died. 



uldic Blhiilan, iDlMble Id Uiegeniiu f^lhsl 
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Whanne Kytige Kjnghill' jnn hjs honde 
Helde the sceptre of thys londe, 
Sheenynge starre of ChrfEtes l^hte. 
The inerkie* mysts of pa^aan n^hte 

Gan to scatter farr and wyde ; 
Thanne Seyncte Warbui^he hee iroset 
Doffed hys bonnores and fyne clothes; 
Preechynge hys Lorde Jeaus name. 
Toe the lande of West Sen came, 

Whare blaeke' Severn rolls hys tyde. 



Stronge yon failhfullness, he trodde 
Overr the waterrs lybe a Godde, 
Till he gaynde the distaunt hecke,' 
Ynn whose bankes hys staffe dydd steck, 

Wytnesse to the myrracle ; 
Thenne he preechedd nyghte and daie, 
And setmanee ynn ryghte waie. 
Thys goode staffe great wonders wroughte, 
Moe than gueste hie niortalle thoughte, 

Orr thann mortal! tonge can tell. 



_! 
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SOMGE OF SXYNCTB WARBURGHB. 



Thenn the fauike a brydge dydd make 
Overr the atreme untoe the hecke. 
All of wode eke longe and wyde, 
Pryde and glorie of the tyde ; 

Whych ynn tyme dydd falle awaie : 
Then Erie Leof ' he bespedde' 
Thys grete ryverr from me hys bedde. 
Round hys castle for to runne, 
T'was in troihe ann ancyante onne. 

But warre and tyme wyll all decaie. 



Now agayne, wythe bremie' force, 
Severn ynn hys aynciant course 
Rolls hys rappyd streeme efonge. 
With a sable' swifleand stronge, 

Moreying' manie ann okie wood; 
Wee the menne of Br ys to we towne 
Have yreerd thys brydge of stone, 
Wyshynge echoDe that ytt male laste 
Till the date of dales be past, 

Standynge where the other stoode. 



I Bui Leor, 

3 FurlDiu, r. 



.1. digged, grabbed. The ro 



In D«T<>uhlre.-^Hi 
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ROWLEY FOBMS. 



Sbancle i59Saibat.* 



In auDtient dayes, when Kenewalchyn King 
Of all the borders of the sea did reigne, 
Whos cutting celes,| aa the Bardyes synge, 
Cut Etrakyng furrowes in the foamie mayne, 
Sancte Warbur caat aside his Earles estate. 
As great as good, and eke as good as great. 
Tho blest with what us men accounts as store, 
Saw something further, and saw something more. 

Where smokyng Wasker scours the cldej bank, 

And gilded fishes wanton in the sunne, 

Emyttynge to the feelds a dewie dank. 

As in the twyning path-waye he doth runne ; 

Here stood a house, that in the ryver smile 

Since valorous Ursa first wonne Bryttayn Isle: 

The stones in one as firm as rock unite. 

And it defyde the greatest Warriours myghte. 
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5ANCTE WAHBUH. 



Around about the lofty elemena' hie 
Proud as their planter reerde theii greenie crest. 
Bent out their heads, whene'er the wiiides came bii 
In amorous dalliaunce the flete cloudea kest. 
Atteiidynge Squires dreste in IrickyriEe brighte, 
To each tenth Squier an attendynge Kiiyghle, 
The bailie hung with pendaunta to theflore, 
A coat of nobil armes upon the doore i 

Horses and dt^es to bunt the fallowe deere, 
Of pastures many, wide extent of wode, 
Faulkonnes in mewes, and, little birds to teir. 
The Sparrow Hawke, and manie Hawkies gode. 
Just in the prime of life, wtian others court 
Some swottie Nymph, to gain their tender hand. 
Greet with the Kynge and trerdie greet with the 

Court 
And as aforesed micfcle much of land, 
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Orwarres glumm' ple»saunce doe I chaunte niie laie, U 
Trouthe tips the poyacteUe,* wfsdomme skemps* the h 

Whjlate boare eiperiaunce telleth what toe sale, jl 

And forwjned' hosbandrie wyth blearie ejne, | 

Stondeth and woe bements*; the treckljnge biyoe l! 
RouDnynge adone hya cheekea which doethe shewe, I 
Lyke hya unfrulefulle fieldes, longe straungers to the . 

ploughe. I 

Saie, Glowster,* whanne beeprenged' on evrich s;de, ',. 
The gentle hyndlette and the vylleyn felle ; j 

Whanne anietheynge* sange* dyd flow lyke to a tyde, I 
And gprytes were damned for tbe lacks of knelle, u 

Diddest thou kenne ne lykeness to an belle, | 

Where all were misdeedes doeyi^e lyche uawise. 
Where hope unbarred and deathe eftsoones dyd shots 

theyre eies. 

Ye shepster" swaynes who the ribibble" kenne. 
Ends the thyghte" daunce, ne loke uponne the spere: 
In ugaommnesse '' ware moste bee dyghte toe msnns, 

Unaelineaa" attendethe honourewete ;" 

Quaffe your swote" vernage"'and atreeted" beere, 
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A CHHOKVCALLE OF BHYSTOWE. 



9 Cdronstallt of aSrsstotDt. 

asmt bti HUttft €%tVtM, a^ap^manni l< 



Ynne whilomnie daies as Stowe saies 

Ynnefiunous Brystowe towne 
Dhere lyved Knyghtea doughtie yo ffghtes 

Of marvellous renowne. 
A Saxonne boulde rsDowned of oulde 

For Dethe and dernie dede 
Haiot Tantnen slone the Brugge uponoe 

Icausynge bem to blede. 
Baldwjnne hfs name, Rolles sue ihe same 

And yev hyrame rennome grate, 
Hee lyved nere the Ellynteire 

Al bie Seyncte Lenardes yale. 
A mansion hie. made boamorelie 

Was recced bie hys honde, 
Whanne he ysterve, bys name unkerve 

Inne Baldwyiine streele doe stonde. 
Od Ellie then of Mercjann meune 

As meynte of Pentells blase, 
Inne Castle-stede made dofull dede 

And dydde the Dans arase. 
One Leefwyne of Kyngelie Lyne 

Inne Brystowe towne dyd leve. 



• Ftom I MS. bj CbBtlerl 
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And toe the samnie for hys gode nnme 

The Ackmanne Yite dyd gev. 
Hftmmon a Lorde of hie accorde 

Was ynne the strete nempte brede i 
Soe greate hys Myghte Boe strynge jn fyghte 

Onne Byker hee dyd fede. 
Fitz Lupons digne of genrie Lyne 

Onne Radclyve made hya Baie, 
Inn moddie Gtonne the nhjche upoune 

Botte ReittcB and roshes laie. 
Than Radclyve Strete of Mansyonnes meete 

In senielie gare doe slonde. 
And Canyngegrete of fayre estate 

Bryngeth to Tradynge Londe. 
Hardynge dydde comnie from longe Kyngddomm 

Inne Knyvesmylhe strete to lyne, 
Roberte hys Sonne, moche gode thynges donne 

As Abblates doe blasynne. 
Roberte the Erie, ne conkered curll 

Inne Caslle stede dyd fraie 
Yynge Henrie to ynn Bryatowe true 

As Hydelle dyd obaie, 
A Maiouie dheene bee ande Jamne hee 

Botte anne ungentle wyghte, 
Seyncte Marie tende eche ammie frende 

Bie faallie Taper )yghte. 
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ON HAPPIENBSSE, 



C&n ^appfnttsse.* 



Male Selynesse' on erthes bounties bee hadde? 
Maie jt adyghte* jn human shape he found ? 
Wote yee, yt was wyth Ediu's bower bestadde," 
Or quite eraced'from the scaunce-layd' grounde, 
Whan from the secret fontes tbe watenea dyd abouDde? 
Does yt agrosed' shun the bodyed nauike, 
Lyre to ytself and to yttes eccboe taulke ? 



All hayle, Contente, thou mayd of turtle-eyne, 

As thie beboulders thynke thou arte iwreene, ' 

To ope the dore to Selynesse ys thyne, 

And Chrystis glorie doth upponnethee sheene. 

Doer of the foule thynge ne hath thee seene; 

In caves, ynn wodes, ynn woe, and dole' distresse, 

Whoere hath thee hath gotten Selynesse. 



4 BiDlibea, RUfld. 

5 Orlarous. 
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oubledli thought b 


an msd. hu nporied Ihu "li« J 
eompiuy, and and nir often Is i 
iffitel!, >od flooiithlng hi> «iu 1 


walk by ihe ri 
.bout.'* Hb d« 


er'i"e"t»lklcs''to 








worldly prudeora, ■ 


teotlon to propoHli of eeoDomr, { 


ud 1 ngnlu p 


ofeulon, lubitUute 


hli antleipaUon of namoctklin. 1 


He Korned >u 


•Utence. bot wh.I hl< own poetiy coiUd Hone ™o*r. i; 




peeled, he wu now 


oliciling the muM tn Kcret A( 


the hour* sUolK 


dh™topl.j,»e. 


e told thet ho eooiuntlj re tired (□ 




the;ou„gE5win.- 


ho forged Kowley'i poemi. 




h'e pride which 


ai been conitnied Intn lencJtr 








bj Rowley. T 




aom he had vowed eternal fldolitr, 


tndlhereisad 




uobitinae)'. Althoughin a lUie of 


in(ltg.nce,_.nd 




talion, no penuatiofl, no eipoeta- 






CDuld iudnce him to depart Atna 


hil original do 


lK.tioD, men he 




UhVhh"h?S.1 




Tadueed... cheat, the ^pehorily 






aiTecied, and he becune itlUaen 


deIe^niaed^llu 




uceaueiiEd Hli vault; waaplquHl 


to own iW to 


nj. He thought it 


£r.,£;SgS'rr| 


eh«.«BtofW 






li.a fanned gol 








, and that hit hop« of profit wen 


at* -1 end. he w'^ '" 






loiuppl^ibep: 


« ''f'loli'd"' ""id??"?' 'c'^tT- '"'' 'i°" °°'^ ^"^ 1' 






ed to leptaoe thoH Uurel^ which ' 


he lore (Wn h] 




1 Beloved 




SPonal. 
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Ne moe the sylver noble sheenynge brjghte 
Schall fyll mie honde wilh weight to speke ytt fynei 
Ne moe, ne moe, alaas I I call you myne : 
Whydder' must you, ah ! whydder must I goe t 
1 kenn not either ; oh mie enmers' dygne, 
To parte wyth you wyll wurcke raee myckle woe ; 
1 muste be gonoe. botte whare I dare ne telle ; 
O storthe* anto mie mynde I I goe to heUe. 



Soone as the mome dyd dyghte' the roddie sunne, 
A shade of theves ectie streake of lyghte dyd seeme 
Whann ynn the heavn full half hys course was rum 
Bche stirryng nayghbour dyd mie harte afleme . ' 
Thye loss, or qujck or slepe, was aie mie dreme ; 
For thee, gould, I dyd the lawe ycrase ; ' 
For thee, I gotten or bie wiles or breme ;' 
Van thee I all mie joie and good dyd place ; 
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1 


mttuvotsTt. 




« :ffaBm«".* 




Yynge Heraud jn &] bie the grene Wode aate, 1 


Hereynge the swote CheUndria ' aode the One.* 1 




Envyngjrnge' to tbe Birds bys Love songs true. 


Syrre Preeste carome bie ande fortbe hys bede-roUe 


drewe, 


Fyve AvB9 and one Pater moste be sedde ; 


Tvtayne songe, tbe one his songe of Willowo Rue 


The odher one— 




.,«..M.„C»«,..«.....».™_. 1 




IGoMflneh. 10D«l-blKkbW. t Huktd. | 




4B>>»n.U«l. tSindlng. 
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l^flapli on Xtobm Q^ngngt-* 



Tbys inoni jDge starre of RadcleTes rjsynge raie, 
A true manne good of inyDde and Cany nge hjghte, 
Benethe thys stooe lies moltrjnge ' ynto claie, 
Untylle the darke tombe sheene an eteme Ijghte. 
Thyrde from bjs loynes the present Canynge came { 
Houton • are wordes for to telle hys doe ; 
For aye shall lyve hya heaven -recorded name, 
Nb shall yt dye nhanae tyme shalle bee no moe i 
Whanne Mychael's trumpe shall souode to ria« th< 

Hell nynge to heaven with kynne, and happie bee hyi 
dolle.< 



®nn 3°tin a Balbtnfe. 

IBg SSflliain CCnongt. 



Johne makes a jarre boute Lancaster and Yotke; 
Bee stille, gode manne, and leame to raynde thie worke. 



iz=rtNGoogle 



ROWLEY FOCUS. 



®6t gUaninie of 39B. (Jbn^nets jfeast.* 
16Bt^«m».. 



Tharowe th« halle the belle lian sounde; 
Bfelecojle' do« the Grave beseeme t* 
The ealdenuenne doe sytte aroande, 
Ande snofiblle ' oppe the cheorte ' steeme. 
Ljche assea wylde ynne denrte waste 
Swolelye the morneynge a jre doe taste. 

Syke keene thie ate-, the minstrels plue, 
The djDne of angellea doe theie keepe ; 
Heie stylle, the gueslea ha ne to sale, 
Butte nodde yer thankes aode falle aslape. 
Thus echone due bee I to deene, 
Gyf Rowley, Iscaram, or Tyb. Gorges be ne 

* Thi( poem it Ukinftom ■ m«mEntDrv>aiun. iriiicli i 
ganlD Mr. Bimtl u u driginil. Wldi ntpMl to Ihe three rtlsndi 
Mr. CmDjngv iii«iitioped Id th« tMt Ime, the mmo of RqwIaj ii aaH 
endy kuowD from the precfldlii^ poenu. Ijcwmm Appean u ui ac 
Id the Cn^adr of ^lla, and lb that at Goddwjn ; and a poem, aecrll 
to btm, entitled, "The merry Trleka of LaymingtoD," ia iuengd 
the "Dluone af Briatoi'.'' Sir Theobald Qoigei ni a knlgbt or 
tnttent Rimily seated at Wraxhall, within ■ few mUei of Briii 
(See Bot. Pari, t H. Vl. n. n, Leiand'i idn. vol. Til. p. M.) Be 1 
alio appeared o an actor Id both tba trs^edlet, aod aa the author 
oneoCthe HyniCrellei tongeg in Slit,, Hii cooneilon with Mr. Canyr 
li Terifled by a deed of the latter, dated 211th Oelobn, uer, in whi 
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APPENDIX 

TO THE ROWLET POEMS. 



To tht E^lor <tf the Britlal Mirror. 
Sir, — I BeDd to ;ou a lost portion of a piece written by 
Chatterum. It was the gift of my uncle Mr. George Symei 
Catcott.ia 17SZ,totbe late Mr. Thos. Eagles, who first pub- 
lished the Brislon Tragedy, or the Death of Sir Charles 
Bawdin (1772 ) It has lain dmongsl the papers of the latter 
gentleman many years, togedier with other autographB, of 
which you will probably hear more heieaiter. His sou, the 
lUverend and very highly- talented fellow-ciliEeii, John 
E^les, has kindly preaenled it lo me. Independently of 
the history of the sheet, the MS. carries in every line in- 
dubitable internal evidence of its parent to all who are 
acquainted with the hand and the acknawledgnl praductioni 
of the unhappy boy. The lines are written on both side* of 
a school copy-book. I have searched all the editions extant 
of Cbattenon's works, but I cannot find it; I presume, there- 
fore, that it has never been published. The first portion of 
the piece, of nhich this is a part, will he fbund in " Tha io- 
ttoduction to the Discounynge Tragedy of .Xlla, as plaied 
before Hastre Cannynge, att his howae nempte the Redde 
Lodge," in the reign of Edward ye Fourth. I copy this ex- 
tract fi^m the edition of " The works of Rowlie," page ISI, 
as edited by the learned and very Reverend Dean Milles. In 
that folio may also be seen a figure "earvelled in stone," 
npresenting the hero of the piece, one Johannes Lamynton. 
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■caped also the reiearche* of the Poet Laureat and Mr. 
Cottle in 1808, ■ portioii only of the piece (see ChattertoD's 
worki, page US, vol. S) bating Fallea into their banda. The 
late Mr. Thomu Eaglea wai applied to by the editors, and 

a man of loo liberal a mind, wittingly to have rcfiised a 
contribution i it it probable, therefore. Chat he had mialaiil 
it, or fui^tten that he had euch a MS. in his possessioD. 

The albreaaid Laymyngatone, tot the name is not always 
qtelled the aame, wai a man of good family, and at one time 
"a courteous Sir Knight," and fought braTely on several 
honest occasions; but he took to dissolute courses — in a 
WM-d be became the leader oT a band of pirates, oho infested 
the Thames, the Narrow SEAS.aod the Bristol Chaknei.. 
At length he oos captared, and condernned to be hanged ; i 
when under sentence of death the poet makes him say — 
" A 'ttboutooi dooDH It'mTniK, Dpan nj fiia 

HttfOn du puEDt ■tarn, the IjgbumiMe Buane 

Hath three tlmef l^Cened nppe Ibe cbeetfDl dale, I 



Or elae mj Oienuie tlireede otJjBk i> ipna 



No— tlia HI ttaou^ti or nuniiig U 


thequeede 


No, here I'U itar, ud Ul the Cockoleiiee 




To ffghland not to flee mj ubata. 




ru don, and girth 107 iworde uot 


n>; .jd.. 


ni go to shlppe, bnt not lo fotajn 




But acts the Pyreta, robbing eien 


tjde. 


With CockulM-blQude, ThaniTiii 




Mj Barqizo the ls»«d of Uw -stei 


nrydde, 


Her »7lei of ecsrlette, »nfl her lU 


ueofgooldo 



And In m; ihrppa eombjne the force ef all tha three." 
This hravery holds him on during forty lines in Mr. Cat- 
cott's manuscript, naw before me. There is also "a true, 
trhole, and particular accoimt of his birth, parentage, and 
education," shewii^ how, in expiation of hi 
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was ordered to build ■ church, but it is too \oag for iaaer- 
<a here. Betidei, although I have spoken of our beni m 
a reality, yet there is little doubt that the whole ia a fiction 
by Chalterlon ; but aa even in an ordinary novel lbs tea- 
det feela an inlereat in the catastrophe, I add that King 
Henry pardoned hitn, even after hope had left him. 

Hia propeasitiea were, however, " bred in the bone ;" 
again boiated the bloody Qag, and finally periihed in a ^ 
battle, fighting under the white rose, against the Laneaa- 

Jt may be well to apprize the reader that Robynue, 
being detenniued to join the band of ft«e-bootera, under 
Lamyngatone, applies to him to be enrolled, but the latter 
tried to diasuade him, by depicting the hoirora of a pirate's 
life — with what success tbe lines will shew. 



Whm Ihrowghl IhB •Ubi [h> taTTn-brondi. Bin, 


And 1»t: 


>ipa[kollD(b«wbitodouad« 








Then iclln Uie buqoe ud t«Hi too ud tro. 


Bik> drearle ueDei u Ibji »1U eoola thie tdandii I 


■a,jA, wh. 


n wyth hloudie >»■ in ooi b«id« 




IjghU (Ot goulde and ijliar to. 


Oonelghbo 


m Dindbucb \jlt no ons theo iludei, 


Bnt all bii 


•Tmi ud end li to d«th'( dog. 


Bo*.— Ftb 11 


oHgbta OD alio, and am tewlnd la gat. 




man 111 b» tbl* UDBted iUts, 


Odco I ITU grBSts, nnwa planl'd In wAnU and woe, 


nigoo« 


bee a pick hatch of the wara ! 




o DonB, ind 17ft 1 do ditdarnfl. 










Out ibippfl 


haU blows alonia with iriodai of djiage 
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Tbmfaristhe aulograph of Chsllerton. Upon reference 
to a copy a( the whole piece, now before me, in die hiuid- 
wiitiDg of Hr. Catcott, I 6nd that which ia here subjoioed. 
and which in all prababtlity was upon [he next leaf of tbe 
copj-book which is now lost. 



BUI.— 


Uke Ihj courage, an 




■nim 








tci BT7ilo-e, >taJ> 


ntjUa»««»e 




en ve ahall happUe 


hare need* or tkH 




.lhight«,d.!,.pell 




Whan 


en to put Ih« challeJi we ihaU brrnge, 


ndkD 


w irtbfln tuD Cacb 




PhiUint and Walwotth, aoi 


repoKe doth ijnpi 


fa»I 


Ulr™«.tli.g«a.r 


biemltfti.. 



or tfase — &alpb I take the tbiiiga a«il* 
Which we etoia Watcheti lowne have taken nows, 
Yd lbs barque'i bottom lee th« lame yon Howe. 
Raipli^ — Uaatn of mrpH I go ax jan do aaje- 
Rot.—ADd 1 to BiTtto«e town will huta aw^e. 

We mint now ha>e cecoune to Dean Milles'a and Cottle's 
Edition — in the latter, in vol. ii. page US, will be found a 
fragment, being a moat atrange and unaccountable jumble of 
Latin and English, ending thua :— 



Here it breaks off, being from "The first part of Discoune 
the Second, between Master Walworth and Philpot Cock- 

Chatterton'B autograph supplies the remainder of the 
Malta — whelberit was (KiUfiliglAHfw tbe reader ahall judge i 
howbeit, at all erents, it is a lost sheep drilen into the 
Shepherd's flock Thus it rune :— 
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PUU.—Bonit Mwi nellg let Done ud litjn Ud, 

Por m« > memoiie doth ■gin to (ijU : 
Onit, UuMr WidwoRb, whit goda nivBi hm yon, 

Pnla ban jmi bacdHn of tbe iUhuii athayie T 
(FsIk.— I biiTe, and that ;Ua wllh reddanr did ujle, 

SomflhcDtAtoDfi wBrv1rkvcb«TBin^uidgTHl«T 
And (o Ibe groiiDde tten did tb« Ovn pienylt, 

BuCgoodmaniie PhllpotCs what djs run ulist* 

For oertaine monlei atara to yoii tat fihattoti due t 
PkUlt—Ab. I han UTDOd him •pecjal, tor hU wtoa 



And hee» poarB Custroli, havynge noH to ipare 

Hyi goodei 1 dowse at Brritowa tovoa wyll (elle, 

Walr-Tyde Ijte, tjda death, I wyll wilhs tiloe go downe, 

And lell* hdh gooda too jd braTe Bnatowa towno- 

So much for the autograph — qdik for a ward, by way of 

tail-piece. All inquiriag slrangera are surpriaed to r 

■hal, although Bristol gave birth (o the hoy whose inoate 

eot has rendered him, in apile of all obsCaciei, asta: 

: very first magnitude in the galaxy of aaCioDal bards, yet 

It (he noble library in bis native cily contains not a ucgle 

e, or even a word, the actual production of hU hand and 

pen. 

This reproach, for so I consider it to he, shall be speedily 
done away, by presenting to the library the last letter he 
overwrote, together with the sketch of the intended pamph- 
ietagninst Bisliop Newton — aUo the first 5S0 lines of the 

BlTTLt OF HaSTINOS — the TOUBNAUENT, OB UhKNOWN 

Kniobt, conaisling of 110 lines — Chaish's Hbkali 
consiating of six pages ofhis manuacript, on which are 
blazoned hy him eight shields, never yet publiahed. For 
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the three latter pieces the public have to thaok the Rev. 
Johti Eaglea, nho, most liberallf, presented the autographs 

« ne B short lime since. 
Al aa ataat couritr, I have alreadjr preaenled to the Cam- 

nittee, to be hung up io the room, the sheet concerning 
LAMVNOatoNE, nhich being placed betweeu two panes of 
)(lasd and framed, maj be read both ndes without any risque 
of damage.* 

Although this comiiianicBtion is longer than I ioteoded, 
jet I have to hope that jrour readers will pardon it, especially 
the admirers of that friendless and talented boy, vhose trao- 
acendantgenius has cast open "annticDte Brightstowe"a never 
dying lustre, and an interest to be extinguished only by 
"the crack of doom." 

I remain, &c, yours, 

RICHARD SMITH, 
Surgeon. 



* The late Wr. George Synm Catcott, i^o vaa brrmed "RawJey'i 
Udwife" (he having £nt puMiihed "The Poemi"), wusmnt liborl- 
u colleotOT of all papen, DDticefl, crltiquea, oni] pAragr&pht, fropi All the 
□blicatioDi, n«iTtp4peT»,Jounia]|, and magsilnet, together with a com. 
plele lilt and Index: and all theie, arif-ieTeii in number, he hu psitcd 
into two large Tolunes. He hu alio, wltlihli ovnhiad, copied a!) the 
CDcnepandean between himself andlhs lllanll of thedaj. Amongil 
theu are tetters from and to Dean Hlllei, Lord Dscm, Percy of Aln- 
wick. Dr. Gl^n, Rev. (aftenvardi Sir Herbert) Cmtt, Trrwhitt. Viller, 

UalthlBS. Kow thli i< novhara else to be found. The boohi are 
D tbfl iKMiessioB of Mr. Richard Smith, Senlar flurgeon of the I 
oaryiwboislhe nephew of Ur.CatcDtt. We have reason to believe that 
he whole, together with Ghatletton'i aatograph letter, and manj other 
hinge, wQI be at no verj distant period pmaented to the Cit; Librarr. 
rhis it ae It ibonld be.— ECrad from Uu BrUltl Mlrrer. 
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The Rowleir Poems bear inrernal evidence of Iheir being 
the productions ot ■ boy ; ot a marTelloai boy iudeed, but 
Btill of a boy. There are no traces of experience, of long 
obaervitlon, of a knowledge of humHo nature, or indeed of 
acquirement of any sort ; while of strong natural powers of 
talent, of genius, every page fiiniiahes as with abundant 
inaUnces. Chatlerton's forte, I think, wai pathos ; and had 
not his mortal career closed so prematurely, be would pro- 
bably have devoted hiraself to Lyrical Poetry. Wliit he has 
left behind him ia ftill of genius, but full of inequalities and 
Stilts. We have hardly saffident data to enable us to Judge 
what Chattertoa'a real character, moral or literary, — and it 
is difficult to separate them in our enquiry, — was, or would 
have been. I, for one, cannot help thinking, that the vices 
of the former were adventitious, and that the imperfections 
of the latter would have been obviated or removed. His 
tale ia but half told. Had not the curtain dropl so abruptly 
on the hero of the Drama, succeeding scenes -migbl have 
shewn him triumphing over all hia follies, and atoning for 
all bis faulM. His ruling passion was the love of fame ; and 
the progress of Fame is like the course of the Thames, 
which in its native fields will scarcely float the toy-ship 
which an infant's band has launched, but when it has once 
visited the metropolis, mighty vessels may ride upon its bo- 
som, and it rolls on irresistibly to the ocean. This Chalterton 
knew; and, in a blind confidence on his own unaided powers, 
he rushed to the capital in pursuit of competence and renown. 
The reault we stl know was neglect, penury, and self- 
deatrucbon. — Hemht Neele. 

The following curious parallel (o the flctiona of Chatterton 
ia extracted from Hallam's iKlrodialion to the Littraturt of 

■ Torgerif Ifae celebnled poems attdbutad to Thomu Rowlej. Proba- 
blT no Doe psruo lliliiE beUavn Id their autbaatlcltj;— nor >hoald I 
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hinallnil^toKpilpifatothbTlcMtiiiaKiill, bDt roTthe carious cii- : 
oanutADca tlut ■ my limUax trial c/ literary crvdikUtj haa not long 

dnce bfl«n Bvayed [n Frui». A gejitLetDUi of tJie name ot Sorvill* ' 

imbliifasd ■ coHcctlon of pfwnu, aUoi^ to hare b«ea written by j 
ClatOda de SsrTillii, a poelua of [ha fiftwnth caDluir. l%e naae of 

Oh Aniteha vubled hei nota dnring a loogv life Itaui the Bank i^ '. 

Briaton ', and haTing jnng the relief of Orlflana bj the maid of Are ife ■ 

1419, lived to poor bet awan-Uko chant on tht battla oi Fomovia in |. 

nurkabl* fflUdty that ahe reudeied an ode of ber pTatotjpe Bappho into 

FrendiTene, manjjeaiabeilDnaDjaDeelaa in Frann could hare eeen i! 

it. TbenxKarTltbTnomwitiograMaitbitaraialURon.". A 
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